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The PREFACE. 

Refacts being generally to prepoſſeſs the Reader 

' of 4 good Opinion of the Performance, how 
trifling ſocver 5 and commonly, Mountebank like, 
the meantr the Book the more Encomiums in the 
Preface: which you will be deceived of here; for I 

only give you matter of Fatt, how this Book 
ae to be publi(h'd. | 

About four months apo 1 ſent into the World 4 

Coleftion of Poems on Aﬀeairs of State, 'f+0m## the 
time! of Oliver Cromwel, to the time of King 
James II, Written by the greateſt Wits of the Age, 
niz\7he' Dake of Buckingham, Lord Rocheſter; 
lrdB—ſt,. Mr. Milcon, ” And. Marvell Eſqeire; 
Mr. Sprat, Mr. Dryden, My. Waller, &c. which 
teing found to be g:nuine, met with good Atceptante ; 
vince"that Book came ont, u preat many expellent 
Paems have been ſent me? from very good hands, 
Weſing to have 4 Continuation th:reof. made; which 
aleft I reſolved to do, npon the recervins ſome Cor 
fie of Verſes printed at Oxford, 1654. in praiſe 
ef Oliver Cromwel, on his making Peace mith 
the Dutch ; finding ſeveral Perſons, who now. 
mile the greateſt figure in the Common-wealth of 
Lurning to be concerned therein, I thought the © 
World would be willing to ſee what ſurh Great IT k 
141 A 2 


" 


as -Dr. South, 'Mr. Locke, &c. ſaid. on _ſuth_g 
extraordinary..Occafion,. I have printed. their am 
Latin, and kept ftridtly to their Senſe in the Tranſy. 
tion, 4nd,thoſe they wrote is Bagel are alſo.pu- | + 
liſhed, this begins the Book. & fallow (curd || + 
excellent Poems, written by the Lord R | 1 
Eſquire Marvell, -&e: during the Reign of tim | =— 
"Charles IL, omitted \in the p Ha Collection: 4 | ; 
alſo thoſe wris in the Reign of Xing James Il. bjrk | Slef 
Lord Dt, Sir F. S—, . Mr. Prior, Mr, | 
ney, Mr. Rymer, &c. 4nd. particalayly thaſe in 
compardble Pieces .of the Hind and Panther run 
vers d to the Story of the City-Mouſe: and Coup 
try-Moule, the Man of Honour, writtes by 
the Honourable Mr. M—+-ue. And. fince thi Be 
volution, you have ſeveral Copies, writ by the Lad 
Cutts, Fun a Shadwell, was | 
&c. Laſtly, ſome Miſcellany Poems, by t Greg 
Men, oct before Printed. — in this Coll 
Gien Names are not made of of to countenance 
rious Pieces,but the Poems themſebves ſpeak the Great 
meſs of their Authors, if no Name had been therev, 
In ſhort the ſaid State-Poems, and this' Conti- 
muation thereof, make a Compleat on of 
all that are valuable in that nature, for vmeſe fury 
years; avd is the beft Secret Hiſtory of our lat 
Reigns, as being writ by ſuch. great Perſons ns were 
near the Helm, knew the Tran(attions, aud were & 
bove being brib'd to flatter, or afraid to ſpeak trath 
* "Ando I leave them to the Reader. 
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Selet POEMS out of 
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Sive, Ob Federa, Auſpiciis Sereniſſimi 
Oliveri Reipubl. Angl, Scot. & Hibern. 
Domini Proteftoris, Inter Rempnbl. Bri- 
tamicam <5 Ordines Federatos Belg fe- 
lititer Stabilita, 

Gentis togate ad vada Tjidis Celeuſma metricum. 
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es neſcit miles ſe mergere rivis : 
Navigat in portu, cin modo Sanguis, Aqua, 
*& Nil laudis Neptune petas,. nil Aole; folus 
ProteRor proprit hzc perficic afta manu. 
Nath. Crew, & Coll. Linc. Cons. 


Thw rendred into Engliſh. 
Te E Souldier now forgets the Sanguine Seas, 
He ridesin Harbour, and enjoys his Eaſe. 
No thanks to Gods of Sea or Wind we ow, 

. Theſe Bleflings from our great Prote&or flow, 
happy Hands alone, the welcome Boon beſtow. 
Nath. Crew, e Col. Lin. Coni. 
4 B Regnys 
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R £82" minatur multa Regentium 
Mutatus ordo : Scilicet arduos 

Caſuſque fataleſque genti 

Szpe ferunt nova ſceptra peſtes, 
Aſt, ecce, nullis obruta viribus 
Pugnas cruentas inter, & horridas 

Lites & 1rarum procellas, 

Anglia, firma manens, triumphat. 
Vis nempe bell: nulla nec exceri 
Ilam movebat, neve domeſtici : 

Sed preſla, paimz.par virenti, 

Ponderibus melius reſurgit. 

Hic quippe, facro numine proſperam 
Major poteſtas protegit Angliam, 

Ilhque primas jure grates 

Incolumes tribuant Britanni. 
Quzcunque virtus convent integro, 
Quzcunque fama, aut gloria Principi, 

Te, Summe, laudarunt, Tibique 

Conſpicuum peperere nomen. 
Tantus fuifſe & ViRor, & Hoſtium 
Fudiſſe tantas robore copias, 

Nunquamque devinc, relinquis 

Perpetuz monumenta FPamz 
Heroas armis priſtina gens novem 
Claros recenſet, nos tamen addimus, 

Tantamque virtutem colemus, 

Teque decem numeramus, orto- 
Vis magna belli, magna potentia 
Tantam nequibat perdere gloriam : 

Nec contra Achulleos furores 

HeRorez valuere vires. 

Noſtri triumpht Tu decus unicum, 
Noſtrz ſalutis Tu caput unicum, 


Par 
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Partaque nos, per Te ſalute. , 
Ecce hilares remanemus Angli. 
Matth. Mew, C.C, C. Schol; 


T has rendred into Engliſh. 
Wie with the rolling Tydes of Fate 


New Governours aſſime the ſtats, 
The Change a ſtrong Convulſton makes 
And, all the trembling Nation ſhakes : 
New Miſchiefs follow Counſels new, 
As Death's deſtructive Shafts the ſpreading Plague 


| (purſue. 
Yet ſtill unſhock'd Britannia ſtands, 
And angry Fate it ſelf commands. 
Tho ravag'd with inteſtine Jars, 
And batter'd oft with foreign Wars, 
As Palms beneath their Burdens riſe, 

And when opprels'd the moſt ſhoot ſtrongeſt tow'rd 
Ry, (the Skies- 
A greater Numen guards us now, 

To whom our grateful Britons bow. 
Thee, mighty Prince, Thy Virtues crown, 
Thy Regal Fame, thy vaſt Renown, 
Thy happy Slaves in Peace proclaim 
With Triumphs loudly ſpread as thy Immortal Name. 
To Conquer always to confound 
The beſt, the braveſt Armies round, 
Are Honours all reſerv'd for Thee. 
We now another Worthy ſee, 
A Captain for the former Nine, —_ 
With more auſpicious Stars and Courage more divine, 
Dutch Arms were vain, and vain their Force 
To ſtop thy Fates victorious Courſe, | 
Hefor himlelf, the brave muſt yield : 
When great Achilles takes the Field. 
1,Uue B 2 Thy 
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Thy Honours all our Triumphs grace. 
In Thee we all our Safety place, 
And by thy Shade ſecur'd, thy ſacred Trunk embrace 


Matth. Mew, C. C. C. Sch 
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= I C Civile Chaos dum Bellum geflit & una Is Fo 
Maſſa, Aer, Tellus, Aquor & Ignis erant, And t 
Deformi Congrefla prins Certamine, tandem A brig 


Semina concord1 Fcedere junxit Amor. G1 
Et modo quz latuere ſuis Elementa tenebris, With 
Clarior, amotis htibus, Orbis erant. Wet E 
Pace ligant fimili vicinas Foedera gentes, Men | 
Cum daret Antiquum Vis ininuca - Chaos. Not 5 
Accenſz madidis concurrunt Igzibus Unde, Than 


Uſta in Aquis fuerant Ouepark, Merla Focu, | Their 
Fulmineo Baliſte mihi par viſa Tonanti 


Exploſos quoties projicit illa Globos : Each * 
Talia Sangumeos fecere Tonitrua Nimbos, And | 
Dam tota effulo Membra cruore pluznt. Wh 
Quiſque fibi fuit e£qwor ; in imo pecore volvie 
FluBus ; Irato ſzvior uſque Freto, Or th 
Quis Deus has tollie, quz canta potentia Lites? JI Thy E 
Numina Confuſum quz ſecuere Chees ? Andc 
Hzc Dextrd przſtas, Hzc Mente (Britannice Ceſa) || Love | 
Mulca fora: tibi ſunt, plura Trophza dom. And r 
Pefors viciſh zoftra, Invittiſſime Princeps, Force 
Nos Idem Batavis, & Tibi junxit Amor, And t 
Torment Belge ſternuntur & Enfibus; Ang | Love, 
Quz ſuperant, Animi ſunt ea Tehe Tui. Huſh'c 
Quz Martem, Pontique minas compeſcuit, ipſum | No mi 
Quz vicit Bellum, Pax ea Veſtrs fait. Far L 


Naſcentem & Pelago Venerem reticete (Poetz ) 
Pulchrior & noftro Gurgite ſargit Amor. 
bn Guil. Godolphin, ex e/£4e as 


[UM 


drace, 
S$chul, 
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Thus Tranſlated. 


W Hen Civil War through all the Chaos reign'd, 
And Air and Earth with Floods and Flames 
| Cmaintain'd 
1n uncouth Conteſt. Love at laſt diſclos'd 
Is Force, and all th* Atomic Broils compos'd. 
And the late darkſome Elements in one, 
A brighter World with nobler Beauty's ſhown. 
$ Peace unites the Nations long abus'd. 
With Jealoufies and' envious Arts confug'd. 
Wet Flames the Peace with burning Waters broke, 
Men blaz'd in Waters; and were drown'd in Smoke. 
Not Fowe o'eraws the World with Thunders more 
Than wide-mouth'd Canons with their diſmal Roar, 
Their hideous Notes preſag'd a Storm of Blood, 
And ſcatter'd Limbs un(luc'd the crimſon Flood: 
Exch Tar a Sea within his Breaſt contain'd, 
And loudeſt there the noilte Tempeſt reign'd. 
What Power, what God the dreadful War _ 
(lay, 
Or through Confuſion ſhoot a peaceful Day ? 
Thy Hand and Head, Great Ce/ar, made them ceaſe, 
And crown'd thy Brows with Wreaths of laſting Peace. 
Love ſhot from Thee our eaſy Souls ſabdu'd, 
And made one Band the Dutch and Us conclude ; 
Force tam'd the Datch, to Love the Engliſh yield, 
And to thy Politicks refign the Field. 
Love, Sir, at your Command rough Mars expell'd, 
Huſh'd angry Storms, and warlike Furies quell'd. 
No more ye Bards of Sea-born Vena ling. 
Far Love could only from our Britiſh Ocean ſpring- 


Gull. Godolphin, ex e/&de Chriſt;. 
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Netulerant miſeranda duz fibi bella Sorores, 
Ucraque fatales, utraque Parca fibi. 
Sic in ſanguineam mare commutatur Arenam, 
Quz gladiatorum bella, neceſque vider. 
Has flutus, 1llas rapiunt incendia naves 
Ec miſcent zftus flamma fretumque ſuos. 
Quzque mori ſolita eſt flammis exhorruit undas, 
Ne mediis Phoenix merſa periret aquis ; 
Belligeros quot pugna duces, quot fſuſtulic unda ? 
Sic tamen ipfa Elone aſtra ſubire fretum. 
Sic mare Czruleum eſt : ſed ficur Czrulea Vena, 
--Quz tumet inclufo ſanguine plena fluens. 
Non noſtrz Batavus ſubmufie Carbaſa Clafli, 
- Nec quamvrs habuit vela, modeſtus erar. 

At fic depoſuit tandem Leo Belgicus iras, 
Securam ut ducat per mare Phryxus ovem. 
Cztera bella licer pugnaſque Elementa ſequantur, 

Sola tamen pacis faedera ſervat Aqua. 


At Tu Dux pariter Terrz Domitorque profundi, 
Componunt laudes Cuna Elementa Tuas. 
Cui Mens alta ſubeſt pelagoque profundior ipſo, 
Cuyjus fama fonat, quam procul unde ſonat. 
$1 currum aſcendas domito pane Orbe triumphans 
In currus aderunt Axis uterque Tuos: 
Incluſam populi Tua ter vagina falutem, 
Ut Lateri hinc poflis ſemper adeſſe Tuo. 
Tu poteras ſolus motos componere fluctus, 
Solus Neptunum ſub cua vincla dare. 
Magna fimul Fortis viciſti, & multa : Trophans 
. Ut mare fic pariter, cedic Arena'tuis. 
Nomine Pacifico geſtas inſignia Pacis, 
Blandaque per titulos ſerpit Oliva tuos, 
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4 ton Abydos amat : Batavas colit Anglia Terras, 
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di, 


ton 


Inſula Te Tanto fata Beata Duce. 
laſula quam Pelagus, fimul & ViRoria cingit, 
Qzque (quod his przſtat) cingitur Enſe Tuo. 
Rob. South, ex e/£de Chriſt;. 


Thus Tranſlated. 
Fatal War two angry Siſters wag'd, 
And to each others ſure Deſtruction rag'd ; 

The Theatre the neighb'ring Seas were made, 
Where bloody Prizes ſurly Sword-men play'd. 
The ſhatter'd Fleets the Seas and Flames divide, 
Each rolling in with an impetuous Tyde. | 
The Phenix once in ſpicy Flames expir'd, - 
But now with horror from the Floods retir'd, 
Brave Souls their Fates in purple Waters mer : 
ks falling Stars beneath the Ocean ſet. 
The Seas all Azure ſhew'd, like azure Veins 
When the ſmall Rills the crimſon Humour ſtains, 
The Durch to England {corn'd to ſtrike the Sail, 
kem'd to be modeſt, but refus'd to veil. 
But now the Belgic Lion leaves to roar, 
And Golden Flocks float ſafe tow'rd the Shore. 
While other Elements embroil'd remain, 
The Seas alone a' peaceful League maintain. 


Sir, at your Feet, whom Seas and Lands obey, 
The Elements ſubmiflive Garlands lay. | 
22s are leſs deep than your capacious Soul, 

Your Fame ſounds far as noiſy Waters roul. 

Should you in Trwumph o'er the World appear, 
Your Chariot Wheels the groaning Poles would bear. 
Your Sword laid by, the Scabbard's fal'd with Peace, 
And girds yoar happy Side with awful Eaſe. 
You only could the ſwelling V Vaves reſtrain, 


And lay your Fetrers on the conquer'd Main. 
B 4 The 
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The Seas, the Shores their Trophies yield to yay, 
V Vho could the Many and the Great fubdue. 
Your happy Name their peaceful Emblems grace, 
And Ohve V Vreaths your Regal Arms embrace, 
England the Hand to pleas'd Batavia gives, 

And happy in her great Commander hves, 

By Conqueſts guarded and by Seas inw'd, 

Bur more by your Yidorious Arm ſecur'd. 


Rob. South, ex «Ede Chrifi, 


—_ 


D A X Regir Auguſti, quem vicit Julius, Orben; 
Lile ſago factus clarior, ille toga. 
Hos ſua Roma vocat magnos, & numina credit, 
Hic quod fic mundi Vidtor, & ille Quies. 
Tu bellum ut pacem populs das, unus utriſque 
Major es : Ipſe orbem vincis, & iple regis. 
Non hominem & Celo mifſum Te crtedimus ; unus 
Sic poteras binos qui ſuperare Deos ! 
J. Locke, ex «Ede Chrifi 


Thus Tranſlated. 


A Peaceful Sway the great Augn/tms bore 

O'er what great Fulus gain'd by Arms before. 
Tulus was all with Martial Trophies crown'd. 
Auguſtus tor his peaceful Arts renown'd. 

Rome calls'em Great, and makes 'em Deities, 
That for his Valour, this his Policies. 

You, mighty Prince, than both are greater far, 
Who rule in Peace chat World you gain'd by War. 
You fure from Heav'n a finiſh'd Hero fell, 

VVho chus alone wo Pagan Gods excel. 


]. Locke, ex «£4: Chriſt 


Pax 
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Pp X pzregrina diu binas nunc uniet oras, 
Surget ab armato funere viva falus : 

Undique Iztantes amimantre fcedere Belge 
E ſano Anglorum corpore corpus haben: : 

Unde fſumus medici & fhmul medicamina, vulnus 
Quod bellum inflixic ſanat amica quies : 

Dum nimium guſtant de falſo flumine Belge, 
Dicunt, plus alops quam ſalis zquor haber, 


Ad PROTECTOREM. 


Magne Leo, qui Marte potes ; Germama vires, 
Ar placidam vicrix Anglia ſentit opem : 
Vitorum Princeps, ar&oque volumine viftos 
Cingis; Tu centrum, circulus orbis erit. 
Una catena duas gentes complectitur, ipſam 
Er rerram & pontum continet una manus 2 
Sedata eſt populi rabies nec Belgica claſlis, 
Nec loquitur pelagi ſzvior ira minas: 
Pace filent hoſtes, bello, formidine languent, 
Solicitat mentes terror amorque ſuas : 
Quid faciat ſecura Tuz fducia Plebis, 
$1 Te viorem dihgar iple timor ? 
J. Busby, #. M. ex e/£de Chriſti 


Thus Tranſlated. : 

PE, abſent long two States to Union brings, 

So Life and Love from dying Fury ſprings.  . 
The merry Dutch enſoul'd with Peace revive, 
Their State by Emgliſh Subſtance kept alive. 
$ we both Phyſic and Phyſicians prove, 
And heal the V Vounds of V Var with Balms of Love. 
The Durch too oft drench'd in the brackiſh Main, +. 
Yer moſt of Bitter, not of Salt complain. u 
0 


+ * 
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To the PROTECTOR. 


Lion of War, whoſe Roar the) Dutch diſmaid, 
While conquring England felt your gentler Aid; 
Great Prince,to whom the greateſt Conquerors boy, 
Whoſe binding Force the vaſſal'd World allow, 
That World the Circle, but the Centre thou. 

One Chain two Nations can at once incloſe. 

One Hand the Sea and Land in Peace compoſe. 

The Mole grows quiet, and we now can meet 

No Fears from Sea, nor from the Belgic Fleet. 

Huſh'd in a Peace, and faint with Fears in War, 

Terrors and Love our joint Commanders are, 

What then could your confiding Subje&ts do 

If chrough theic Fears, their Loves your conquering 
(Arms purſue. 


J. Busby, A. M. ex e/£de Chrifi, 


—  — 


—— —_ 


licolor excutitur vuleus, turbataque rerum 
Difflatur facies, & nova forma redit. 

Ecliplin memini fic olim Lampada cali 

Quz patitur tenebris exiluifſe ſuis. 
Quzque ſui vindex (nuper licet alta jaceret 

Merſa umbris,) fruiur libertore polo. 
Quas tib1 pro tanto'dignas perſolvere grates 

Munere, noftra (Ducum Maxime) mula valet ; 
Qui res reſtituis, rupto velut ordine quaſſas, 

Auſus es & populoy afleruiſſe tuos. 
Non te detlexic vario Fortuna tumulty, 

Nec qua cuba rut, pracipitaſſe liber. 
Qui ſtabili Tameſin junxiſti foedere Rheno, 

Arte payi Batayum Corda tretumque domas. + 
| Auſpicus 
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Auſpicits (Cromwele) tuis tria Sceptra triumphant, 
Teque ſenes, puert, ſexus & omnis amant. 

Inde, quod Armorum 'Proceres legumque potentes 
Patriciis ſeſe cin&ibus induerint. 

Auſpice te, duris fas impalleſcere Chartis ; 

- Auſpice te, vati vena ſecunda fluit. 

De Jove Creta ſfuo quicquid vel Apolline Delos 
Dixit & Alcidi gloria {1 qua fait; 

In te mixta fluunt, alios quz ſparſa coronant. 
Fixiſti nutu qui tria Regna tuo. 

Intua tranſmiſit Neptunus Sceptra tridentem ; 
Nec minus Herculeo robore tranſtra quats. 

Confiliis & mente vales, moderaminis Artes 

- Doctor, aut nodos texere nemo poteſt. 

Nunc pro te Camber, pro te quoque litigat Anglus, 
llle ſuum jaRat, jaRat 8 1lle ſuum : 

Perge precor. Regnis fauſtumque {it Omine tanto : 
Creſcat honos : gemina Pallade cinus eas. 
| J. Vaughan, 4. 44. e Coll, Feſu, 


Thus Tranſlated, 


N O W with a better Face Afﬀairs appear, 

And ſmoother Looks the cheerful Nations wear. 

So have I ſeen the Sun eclips'd a while, 

But quickly with recovering Luſtre ſmile. 

What thanks, great Prince, can our weak Mule repay 

For all the Bleflings of this glorious day ? 

Your prudent Hand our ſhatrer'd State repairs, 

And bravely dares afſert our loſt Aﬀans. 

No Change of Fortune cer could bend your Soul, 

No headftrong Rout your Politics controul, 

You make the Rhine to Royal Thames be true, 

And both the Seas and Belgic Hearts ſubdue. 

Three Realms by your auſpicious: Stars are bleſt 

You of all Age and Sex's Hearts pollz|t. n 
} 
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By you we fafely to our Books retire, 
Your gallant Acsthe Muſes Sons inſpire, 

Crete boaſts of Fove, her Phxbus Delos (ings, 

And great Alcides tunes the lofty Strings. 

In you their ſcatter'd Glories all combine 

Whoſe Nod could make three mighty Realms reign, 
Neptune to you his Royal Trident ſends. 

The groaning Oar your wond'rous Vigour bends. 
None rules with greater Art, nor can we find 
An Arm more fatal nor a larger Mind. 

The Welch and Engliſh for your Birth contend. 

And for that Glory both with Zeal pretend. 

Go on, the Realms with happy Omens guide 
VVhile Fame attends you with a ſwelling Tyde, 
And they like twin Mimeros's guard your fide, 


J. Vaughan, A. M. e Coll. Jeſs, 


” m——— 


F Greece with ſo much Mirth did entertain 
FE. Her Argo coming laden home again : 
With what loud Mirth and Triumph ſhall we greet 
The wiſht Approaches of our welcome Fleet : 
When of that Prize our Ships do us poleſs, 
Whereof their Fleece was but an Emblem, Peace ? 
Whoſe welcome Voice ſounds ſweeter in our Ears, 
Then the loud Muſick of the warbling Spheres. 
And raviſhing more than thoſe, doth plainly ſhow 
That ſweeteſt Harmony we to Diſcord ow. 
Each Sea-man's Voice pronouncing Peace doth charm, 
And ſeems a Syrens, but that 'c A leſs Harm 
And danger in't, and yet like theirs doth pleaſe 
Above all other, and make us love the Seas. 
W'have Heaven in this Peace, like Souls above, 
Whave nought to do now but admire and os, 
Po | ory 


lgn, 


ee 
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Glory of War is Victory, but here 

Both glorious be *cauſe neither's Conqueror, 

'T had been leſs Honor if it might be ſaid 

They fought with thoſe that could be conquered. 
Our re-united Seas, like Streams that grow 

Into one River, do the ſmoother flow : 

VVhere Ships no longer grapple but like choſe, 

The loving Sea-men in Embraces cloſe. 

VVe need no Fire-ſhips now, a nobler Flame 

Of Love doth us prote&, whereby our Name 

Shall ſhine more glorious, a Flame as pure 

As thoſe of Heaven, and ſhall as long endure: 

This ſhall dire&t our Ships, and he that ſteers, 

Shall not conſult Heaven's Fires, but thoſe he bears 

In his own Breaſt. Let Lily threaten VVars : 

VYhilſt this ConjunRion laſts we'll fear no Scars. 
Our Ships are now moſt beneficial grown, 

Since they bring home no Spoils but what's their own. 

Unto theſe branchleſs Pines our forward Spring 

Ows better Fruit, than Autumn's wont to bring : 

VVhich give not only Gems and Indian Ore, 

But add at once whole Nations to our ſtore : 

Nay, if to make a V Vorld's but to compoſe 

The Difference of things and make them cloſe 

In mutual Amity, and cauſe Peace to creep 

Out of the jarring Chaos of the Deep : 

Our Ships do this fo that whilſt others take 

Their Courſe about the World, ours a World make. 


]. Locke, Student of Ch. Ch, 


A® when two Streams divided gently glide, 
The lofty Banks their humble Powers deride. 
The Husbandmen divert them where chey l:t, 

Nor can thoſe weaker Floods their Dams rchilt. 


Bt 
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But if they join, and to one Torrent grow, , WM *: Th 
Swelling they rage, and no Reſtraint will know; - & From 
Over th' adjoining Fields dilate their Wings, Sto 


Hatching that Ps which the Summer brings. Proce 

Such the Events have been, and ſuch the Fats So Bc 
Of our disjoin'd and re-united' States. And 
Who, while aſunder from each other torn Than 
By cruel War, ' became therr Neighbours ſcorn. They 
But fince that *® Power which now informs our Ape, Such 
Hath reconcil'd the Strength, and quell'd the Rage || Met 
Of the diſturbed Sea, the Fire, the Wind, Herm 
And (what is more) the Tempeſts of our-Mind. (YVI 
Far now our Ships their Canvas Wings ſhall ſtreich, | VVit 
And the World's wealth to richer England fetch, Ve 
Till greater Treaſures overſpread our Coaſt 
Than Tagwus or Paffolus Sands can boaſt. 

With this Defign our buſte Veſſels range 
About, to make our Iſle the World's Exchange. 
Cthers in Times of Braſs and Iron live, 

Nought but our Pines the Golden Age can give : 
' Which fell'd bear better Fruit than when they ſtood 
The Branching Glories of the Fruitfal Wood. 

No foreign Navy ſhall impeach their Courſe, The | 
Circling the Globe with uncontrouled Force. 
While, with the Sun, they round the World, their 


(Might 
Becomes as Univerſal as his Light. 
Making thoſe Bounds which bind the fartheſt Land, } — 
The Limits, Cromwell, of thy large Command. 
Cromwell ! the Name which made a greater Noiſe 
Among his Foes than Waves or Canons Voice. 
*Tis he that conquers when he pleaſe, and he 
That makes Greek Fables Engliſh Hiftory. 


Tell 


—_— 


* The Lord ProteLtor. 


State-Poems Continued. x5 


' Tell me, 4ftrologers, th* Event ; and make 
From this Conjun&tion a new Almanack. 

Storms oft enrich the Soil : and fince our Peace 
Proceeds from War, we hope for more Increaſe. 
So Bones which have been broke become more ſound, 
And Hydre ſtronger from 1ts fruitful Wound. 
Than War nought could our States have cloſer ty'd, 
They're join'd by Kind who are by Blood allyd. © 
Such our Agreement is, as when one Flame 
Meeting another, both become the ſame. 
Hermopbroditus lo and Salmacs 
(VVhoſe Bodies join'd in a perpetual Kiſs) 
VVich our two States receiv'd like Union; 
VVent Two into the Stream, return'd but One, 


W. Godolphin, Ss. Ch. Ck. 


The End of the Poems om Oliver Cromwell, and bs: 
making a Peace with the Dutch. 


State. Prems Contmued. 


46 


— 


To king CHARLES the Second, op his 


Return. 


Jem" Triumphant Shrine; who doſt engage 
At once three Kingdoms in a Pilgrimage, 
VVhich in Extatic Duty ſtrive to come 

Out of themſelves, as well as from their Hame: 
VVhilſt England grows one Camp, and Londay i; 
It ſelf the Nation, not Merropols 

And Loyal Kewt renews its Arts again, 

Fencing her V Vays with moving Groves of Men, 


Forgive this diſtant Homage, which doth meet 
Your bleſt Approach on ſedentary Feet. 
And tho my Youth, not patient yet to bear 
The weight of Arms, denies me to appear 
In Steel before you ; yet; Great Sir, approve 
My manly VViſhes, and more vigorous Love, 
In whom a cold Reſpe& were Treaſon to 
ather's Aſhes, greater than to you. 

Vhoſe ong Ambition 'tis, for to be known 

By Daring Loyalty your Wilme's Son. 


Rocheſter, Wadb. Cal. 


—— 


A young Gentleman defirous to be a Miniſter of 
State, thus pretends to qualifie himſelf. 


* O make my ſelf for this Employmene fic 
I'll learn as much as ever I can ger 
Of the Honourable Gray of Ru—7's V Vit; 


» bis 


if 
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{1 Conſtancy and (incere Loyalty, 
II imirate the grateful Shafisbury, 


And that we may aſſume the Cliurches Weal; 
And all Diſorder in Religion heal, 
[will elpouſe Lord Hall—x's Zeal. 


To pay refpe& to ſacred Revelation, _ 
To {corn th'affe&ted Wit of Prophanation; 
And rout Impiety out of the Nation. 


To ſuppreſs Vice, and Scandal to prevent, 
Buckingham's Late {hall be my Precedent, 
That l'ving Model of good Goverrimentr. 


Todive into the Depth of State{-mens Crafc, 
To ſearch the Secrets of the ſubtleſt Heart, 
To hide my own Deſigns with prudent Art. 


To make each Man my Property become, 
Tofruſtrate all the Plots of Frence or Rome, 
None can fo well inſtru& as my Lord Moon. 


for moral Honeſty in Deed and Word, 
Lord W r Example will afford, 
That and his Courage too are on record. 


——————_ 


Upon the King's Voyage to Chatham to make Bu!- 
warks againſt the Dutch, and the Qucen's Miſ- 


Carriage thereupon. 


TFT Hen Fames, our great Monarch, fo wile and 


dilcreer, 


Nas gone with three Barges to face the Dutch Fizer, 
ES 
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Our young Prince of Wales, by Inheritance ſton, 
Was going to aid him, and pe2p'd his Head out, 
But ſeeing his Father, without Ships or Men, 
Commit the Defence of us all to a Chain, | 
Taffy was frighted and ſculk'd in again. 
Nor thought, while the Dutch domineer'd in our Road 
It was ſafe to come Further and vencure abroad. 
Not Walgrave, or th' Epiſtle of Seigneur le Duke 
Made her Majeſty ſick, and her Royal Womb puke; 
But the Dutch-men picqueering at Dover and Harwi, 
Gave the Miniſters agues and the Queen a miſcarriage, 
And to ſee the poor King ſtand of Ships in ſuch need, 
Made the Catholicks quake, and her Majelty bleed, 
1 wiſh the fad Accident dont ſpoil the young Prince, 
Take off all his Manhood, and make him a Wench, 
But the Hero, his Father, no Courage did lack, 
Who was ſorry on ſuch a pretext to come back, 
He mark'd out his Ground, and mounted a Gun, 
And 'tis thought, without ſuch a pretence he had run, 
For his Army and Navy were ſaid to increaſe, 
As appears (when we have no occafjon) in Peace. 
Nay, if the Duzch come, wedeſpile them ſo much 
Our Navy incognito will leave them 1 lurch ;; 
And to their eternal Diſgrace we are able 
To beat *'em by way of a Poſt and a Cable. 
Why was this Sir, left out of the wiſe Declaration 
Thar flatter'd with hopes of more Forces the Nation, 
*T would have done us great Good to have ſaid you 
(intended 
The Strength of the Nation, the Chain ſhould be 
(mended. 
Tho we thank you for paſſing fo kindly your word, 
(Which neer yet was broke) that you'd rule by the 
(Sword, 


4 
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A Charge to the Grand Inqueſt «f England, 16 74. 


Oom for the Bedlam C 
Room for the Gentlemen of our Grand Fury. 

Led by no conjuring Bayliff with white Wand, 

But ſtately Mace in ſtalking Giant's hand. 

Call them o'er, Cryer, ſwear them every Man, 
And let an Oath fetrer *em if ir can 
The Foreman firſt, preferr'd before the reſt, 
'Cauſe he has learnt the Art of Prating beſt. 
Then Howard, Powell, Gara way and Meers, 
_ and S—— (who yet wears his Ears) 

iþ the Fop, Whorwood that Senior Soph, 

Some freſh come on, ſome lately taken off. 
When theſe have kiſt che Book, ſwear all the reſt 
The numerous ſwarm of this too Grend Inquep. 
Five hundred ſtrong, a formidable Crew); 
Would you could ſay of half, good Men and erue. 
Sand cloſe tog=ther, Sirs, and hear your Charge, 
In brief, which Lawyers uſe to give at large. 

Imprimis, as to Treaſon, let that paſs, 
Since to talk Treaſon boldly, long fince was 
A Priviledge of your Houſe, and ſhortly you 
Will privileg'd be to plot and a& it too. 

For Sacrilege, Thetts, Robberies and Rapes, 
Murders, Cheats, Perjuries, with ſuch petty Scapes ; 
Of which your ſelves you too well guilty know : 
Tranſmit theſe Trifles ro the Courts below. 

But if a Member chance tO ger a Scar, 
For the Cauſe, or by fortune de 1a Guerr, 
You of the Inqueſt ſtritly muſt 1mplore 


Whether the wound were given by Rogue or Whore ; 
C 3 Vate 


ns, HelFand Fury ! 
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Vote it a Breach of Privilege, then paſs 

An A Sir Fobn's Noſe is as whole as *twas. 

If a blunt Porter juſtle from the wall, 

Or knaviſh Boy at Foot-ball give a fall, 

To one O' your Houſe; let Boys and Porters be 
Sent to the Tower, or brought upon their Knee, 
Bur above all beat boldly every where 


For your juſt Rights and Privileges here, 

Find them out all, and more than ever were. 

Search the Repoſitories of the Tower, 

And your own Brains to ſtretch your lawleſs Power, 

Ranſack your Writers Selden, Needham, Pryn, 

Rather than fail bring the (ly Jeſuit in. 

Then ſwoln-with Pride and Poyſon ſuckt from theſe, 

Vote your own Privilege, 1s what you pleaſe. 

Thus fortifi'd, each Member 1s ſupreme. 

What Court of Juſtice dares touch one of them, 

The King diſdains not to ſubmit his Cauſe, 

To the known Courſe and Tryal of the Laws. 

Each Subje& may his King with ſafety ſue 

But King nor Subje& can have Ri:ht from you, 

Who are Law-givers, Judge, and Party too. 

With what diſtemper'd Counſels are we fed, 

When ſuch Convulſions are on England bred ? 

The very Arſe 1s hoiſted o'er the Head. 

Well may you fit in Love, with all your hearts 

It is a Poſture proper t> thoſe Parts. 

Humble as Spiders wtule they crawl below, 

Delpis'd, afraid of every Spurn and Blow, 

Crept in your Hole once, you umperious grow. 

Synread Laws, Oaths, Snares for other Men to fall, 

And you your ſelves may trample on them all. 
From Privilege of Sov'reign Parliament, 

(It you have any Breath and Time unſpent) 

In the next place to Grievances proceed, 

Such Grievances as make the Subje& bleed. _ 
lat 


ct i. 


wer, 


eſe 


at 
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What we nam'd laſt before, may here ſtand firſt, 
For of all Plagues, with which this Nation's curſt, 
The Privilege of Parliament is worſt. 

Then with full Throats and empty Brains let fly 

Againſt the Riſe and Growth of Popery, 

Power Arbitrary, and the Prerogative Royal, 
Monopolies and Impriſonments illegal, 

Offices ſet to fale, and ſcarce a Clauſe 
Well executed of the Cobweb Laws, 

But, (tho corrupt enough) touch nor th' 4rcans 
Of your dread Idol, (Law) your great Diana. 

Twill make the Nation, full of Lawyers, rave, 
WithTongue and Pen,Nonſenſe and Noiſe ; who have 
By this falſe Oracle heap'd up more Gold, 

Than &'er that Goddeſſes High-prieſt of old. 

'Twould kindle amongſt your ſelves a Civil War, 4 
For thoſe Gallants, tho not the greateſt are 6 
Of your whole Houſe, the loudeſt half by far. 

If ten or twelve create us ſuch Vexarion, 

What do ten thouſand of them in the Nation. 

'But paſs not o'er the Grievances before (more 
You have, with all your might, knock'd down once 
A Grievance your Deſign may ruinate, 

As a Welch Knight gravely obſerv'd of late: 

Refolv'd the Boys and Footmen ſhall no more 

Attend their Lordſhips at the Lobby-door : 
For ſhould the Commons paſs ſome wholſome Vote, 
la their own houſe, to cut their Lordſhips Throats, 
Thoſe Raſcals might,with cheir ſhort Clubs and Swords 
Dare impudently to prote& their Lords, 
And, by endeavouring their Preſervation, 
Highly oppoſe the Satety of the Nation, 
hen thunder out againſt Supplies miſpent, 
The Cuſtoms waſted through ill management 3 
Cirſe the Commiſſioners to che Pit of Hell, 
Iil ſome of you creep in, then all is well. 
C3 | Impeachment 
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Impeachment on Impeachment next renew 
With impudent Redreſs againſt all who 
Have better Heads or truer Hearts than you. 
On numerous Articles let each Charge run, 

But, when it comes to th' upſhot, prove not one. 
In the laſt place, tho leaſt of all you mind it, 
(Yet you muſt pull a Crow where eer you find it, ) 

With ſeeming Diligence, bravely take 1n hand 
The Strength, Defence, and Honour of the Land. 
But then in this be fure you do no more 
Than juſt ſpoil what was well begun before. 
Your fatal Policy too well does ſhew, 
Thoſe lofty Cares do not belong to you. 

When the proud Belgick Lyon ſtood at bay, 
At once the eafier and the nobler Prey, 
When he for Fear more than for Rage did roar, 
His Arſe to laſh as it ne'er was before. 
When ſuch a Friend by chance kind Fortune threw, 
No more expe&ed than deſerv'd by you 
Who but a Parliament could flight it, when 
We might have drown'd that Lyon in his Den, 
Or beat him to a fawning Whelp agen. 
You kindly ſpar'd your Money and your Foe, 
E're you =S older or much wiſer grow, 
You may expe& with Intereſt from theſe 
The timely Fruits of your untimely Peace. 
Let the French proudly brave us on the Main, 
T he Dutch our Trade, the Seas and Indies gain. 
Let all the World appear concern'd ſo far, 
As to be Party in this general War. 
Tho loud our Honour as our intereſt calls, 
You'll have no Swards drawn but within your W 
When thus, to your no little Shame at laſt, 
You have many Months in doing nothing paſt ; 
As Curs have ſhown their Teeth, but durſt not bite 


. 
by 


As Fops have drawn their Swords, but dare not hgls, 


A piiv 
Get p3 

Tit 
Your ] 
'Tis ti 
And tc 
T ha) 
[In the! 
Mreler 
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4 p:ivate Bill or ewo, rather than none, 
Get paſs'd, then bravely votre a Seflion. 
Thus when your Power, thonot your Prile, abates 
Your Purſes grown as empty as your Pates, 
Tis timeto fend you home to your Efſtaces, 
And to your Wives, wha (may be underſtood 


T have been more active for the publick Good. 
In theic lower Sphere than you) to crown the Plot, 
Preſent you. pretty Babes you n&er begat 


—— 


The Giants Wars. 1682, 


I Sme Paſſages preceeding the Giants War, 


tranſlated out of a Greek Fragment. 


Vos exemplaria Greca 
NofFurna verſate man?, verſate diurnam, 
Jovis omnia plena. 


By Dr. ÞB —— 


— ———_ 
* 4 


His Rumor entring angry Tion's Ears, 

Hts horr1d ras pa withnew Gall be{mears, 
In rage he Saturs by the Codpiece took, 
And ſcar'd him ſo with wrathftul hideous Look, 
Within che Fleſh, that his long Shin bones ſhook. 
Brother, ſaid he, Brother, what Curſes ſtrange 
Did from your Mouth, and Oaths in Vollies range ? 
How much you ſwore by Stygian Powers? you ſwore, 
All Hell conſenting wich uniced Roar 
On Earth nought in upon my Hopes lhould break , 
Nor from your Loins pms Bancling an 

5 4 [et 
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Yet now of Fove the Woods and Valleys ring, 
Fove's health all drink, of Fove all ſay and ling 
Fove fills the Court, the Country and the Town, 
All call him $tzrn's Son, and rightful Heir of the 


| (Crown, 
Saturn aghaſt, finks down into a Couch, 4 
(In other points might for his Manhood vouch) 
Long meagre Face with foreign Muſlin wipes, 
Then ſpeaks to Titon with proteſting lips, 
What have [ left unſaid, what left undone, 
To make you next Succefſar on the Throne ? 
If my Seed lives, it was not Saturn's fault, 
I gave all over to the Summer Salt. | 
Ber if difloyal Pity ſway*d my Wite, 
Or out of Croſneſs ſhe have ſav'd a Life, 
Her and her Brat I will renounce this hour, 
Declare him Baſtard, and his Mother Whore. 
Ac this the Giant halt contented grins, 
His teſter'd Soul to, couler mood inclines. 
The wonted Tempeſt from his brow retreats, 
And Rage more hoſtile through his Noſftrils beats. 
Saturn, long loſt, and from his Senſes ta'en, 
Now finds, and feels, and ſhews himſelf again. 
And ſtrait does to his fair Meſſms ſend. 
From the It bmw to the Promontbory's end. 
To thoſe the large Tr:{enian Valleys till 
That Pelion climb, that by Cytheres dwell, 
And, void of wrath Dordonian Timber fel! ; 
That Pydna round the Polydes plow, 
And Lelia where amorous Pigeons coo ; 
Ceon under Hill, Jolius in the Clay, 
Hemapolis, Dauls, Occlelia, 
Where Minſtrels ſtrange the Muſes did provoke, 
And Doric», where they Roger's Fiddle broke. 
Who Trophien Fields, and Appian let to farm, 
And Cahdom, which lovely Lafſes warm. vv 
PTA ; 10 
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VVho from Capharews view the Ocean wide, 

The ruddy Squires o'er Northern V Vorlds that ride. 

In Beef-land who keep houſe, and on the Coaſt 
Ebeum, where the nobieſt Surloyns roaſt. 

VVho Hebras drink, who in Aſopus ſoke, 

And who with melted Corn Acheloias Horns provoke. 
VVho chaſe the foaming Boar o'er brake and burn, 


And glad at night Erymenbian Raſhers turn. 
Theſe and his other Barons far and near, 
And Biſhops that with Hecatombs make chear, 8 
Are by that Mouth all ſummon'd to appear. 
faid he, theſe fince I cannot fingle ſtrive, 
Shall jozne Advice in Pan» lonzan give. 

You call (quoth 7iton mad,. and like to burſt) 
The Pan-Tonian 
sB-— d you ſhall call the Par Demonian firſt, 
Hell, Acheron, and Styx, by which you- ſwore, 
Gwe their Advice, what Counſel needs there more ? 
Shall common Breath our Royal Wills debate ? 
What we, what you and I reſolve is Fate. 
In ſecret, only *twixt our ſelves you vow'd, 
You ſwore to me, does that concern the Crowd ? 
Then rouze, and a& as the Aﬀair enjoins, 
And ſerze the vile Pretender to your Loins. 

Then anfſwer'd Saturn, with a Viſage n1ld, 
Brother, wouldſt have me, J will eat my Child, 
Be Caterer you, and lay him in my diſh. 

Said ike a King, quoth Tien, but I wiſh, 
You had more early mouth'd him, whilſt a Chick, : 


For now perhaps he in your Fangs may ſtick, 

And find us both a croſs damn*d Bone to pick. 

Halt mad half Prophec thus the Giant rav'd, 

When to the teeth a freſh alarm him brav'd. 

Fame, ſtrong and thick, his obſtinace Eares invades. 

vgs High and Low, white Staves with humble _ 
rom 
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From Hall and Cottage, from bothTown and Grange, 
From Heath and Ham, and Fove's Retirement rangy, 
Nor this by ſtealth or nightly caution done | 
But 1n broad Day, and open to the Sun. 

Now Titen into downright Rage flies out, 

He picks his noſe, and ſtamps, and flings about. 
Here gripes, there cuffs,then (wings his barbarous Steel, 
But Saturn's Stones his firſt dire Vengeance fee]. 
Then muſters he all that in Cellars ſculk, 

Cry Boh in Entries, or that ſnore on Bulk, 

In Alleys ſneak, Suburbian Garrets cram, 

Tories of double Form, and tripple Name ; 

From Gaols eſcap'd, from Pillories unpinn'd, 
And from high Padd compleatly diſciplin'd ; 
Skip-kennels, Royſters, Ruffians all profane, 

And Buggerers too, a foul ungodly Train 

Thoſe who from Loughs,their tainted Seed had dramn, 
Monſers of Orkes, _ Bogs ungracious Sp iwn, 

Say, Muſe, who did in chief that Crew command, 
And in the front, againſt Fove's Thunder Rand. 
Rhztus did head a bold blaſphemous Rout, 

Gyges did there with hundred Elbows ſtrut, 
And no leſs terrible Iaperus, 

e/Egean, Briarew, Enceladus, 

Aloud Typhexs God and Nature curſt, 
Typheus 'twas that ſhoulder'd Pelicn firſt, 
And ſure he Pelion had on Ofs thrown, 

Bur Nature vext compell'd him ſer it down, 
Lordaliue every Limb did Monſter bode, 
The furtheſt Thules groan beneath his Load, 
His Tongue a thouland Serpents did untold, 


When out at length it thirty furlongs roll'd, 
Drawn back, and fucl'd, and doubled up again, 
And ſcarce contain'd within the ſpacious Den ; 
A thouſand Dogs all kennell'd in his Paunch, 

Qn murther'd Greeks they did inſatiate ſcranch, 


They 


UML 


"208%, F They drank, they wallow'd there in humane Gore, 
"208% Þ yer A his Fay: C 
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ill ſnarl and bark for more 
You'd think unmuzzled Corbin kept the door; 
The Maſtifls round his Siſter Cyla's Womb, 

That in the Ocean-with ſuch fury foam, : 
Are ty'd up ſhort, and worry not from home: 

But nauſeous are Lordalius Riſing Rooms, 

Makes Dogs meat all and Carrion where he comes. 
Camp muſt have Trull, great wickedneſs will ſtick, 
Unleſs male Strength has aid from female Trick ; 
Theſe had Permethe, who in fatal hour, | 
Was hither wafted from-the Celtick ſhore. 

What Giant durſt have plotted to remove 

The Crown from Saturn, or Saturnian Fove, 

But for this Sorcereſs, ever on the watch, 

kt eafte hours, and 1n her Nights Debauch; 

So that where Threats and open Forces fail'd, 

Her filehy. and, obſcene Devices held. . 

Then proſticured, Hand, and Lips, and Tongue 2 


| 


On his ſoft Part myſterious Fazzels hung, 

And empty Nerves with falſe deceiving Vigor ſtung 
Not all the Juice from deadly Hemlock preſt, 

All the benumming Opium of the Eaſt, 

E're was on wretched ndien Prince impos'd 

Could, like her Charms, have Saturn's Senſes doz'd. 
With midnight Murmur, with unhallowed Spell, 
And magick Lory Circe in her Cell, 

Transform'd him Beaſt who ever came to hand, 
An Aſs, a Hog, or Dog, at her command ; 
But never Dog with Tail to Bottle wed, 

Never was Hog in Mire plung'd over head, 
Never was Aſs, when he by Hunger tir'd, 
Mumbling a Thiſtle, his broad Lips beſtirr'd, 
Deform'd, ridiculous, deſpicable made, | 

As thou, O S#urn, by this -Hag betray'd, " 
6 
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She turns him into all and every thing, 

To any Shape but that of Man and King. 
Somtimes ſo far from Man and King undone, 

You ſee him looſe among the Spamels run, 
Sometimes like Bird, unto the Ducks he flies, 

And flutters there, as goodly and as 'wile. 
Sometimes when ſhes would have him great appear, 
She does his Form into a Stallion reat, 

Bridle 1n mouth, ſhe whisks. him to the wall, 
Aﬀtride ſhe goes, St. Dems have at all ; * 

Whips him oer Hedge and Ditch, o'er Dirt and Mie, 
Bramble and , thro Water and throrFire ; 

Till ridden Blind, like Bayerd in the Mill, | 
About he comes, about ſhe brings him ſtill, C 
The Circle ſhe, be Centre where it' wilt; | 
"Twas in this Figure prancing Srv ſcorn'd 

His firſt dear Joys, and holy Hymen fpurn'd. 

Thus Tiron's Hoſt with Rogues and Ribbalds fill'd, 
Olympus ward, in wild preſumptjotfruld. 

An awkward thing there was of monſtrouus growth, 
All over indefatigable Mouth, 

This Monſter with a Mouth for Drum ſupply'd 7 
And Trumpet, and all Dinn of War beſide, C 
Hell not fo black, nor open'd' &er fo wide. 

He having the Battalions ſquinted o'er, 

Theſe words did to the gaping Rabble roar, 

That ove his Baſtard Satwrn had declar'd, 

And who dare disbelieve his Royal word. 

Now, againſt Titow you Fanaticks ſay, 
His Alcar ſtands the Babyloniſh way. 
Howe”r it ſtands, he does not ſtand at all. 
We mult with Royal Titon ſtand or fall. 
Nor may his mode of ſacrihcing ſcan, 
Tho he ſhould ſacrifice both God and Man, c 
We'il have him King, and Kings may what they _ 

ow 
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Now his blue Eye-balls turn, he makes a paule, 

And gathers round the Hum and high applauſe. 
b the grim Scoundrels bellow out amain 


Then Tangas unſheath'd thus brandiſhes again, 
: 


Brave Brother Giants, tho againſt the Law 


And Heav'n we fight, that ſticks nor in our maw; 
When we once conquer, all the World's our own, 
. BRich Land in Country, and fine Houſe in Town ; 
Pear, I fit ſhould their goodly worſhips win the Fight, 
And beat us, what the Devil get they by'c ? 
Will thoſe that loll in Silks be mew'd in Straw, 
.- YOrleave their Roaſt-meat, to feed here on Raw, 
Mite, FThe Strength is ours, the Courage and the ods, 


Kut conquer them, and we ſhall 


the Gods. 


With theſe laſt accents Mouth expeRing Rands, 


c Till every Giant claps his hundred Hands. 


The Gods, the Gods all cry with horrid yell, 
High Heaven they ſhook, and almoſt frighted Hell, 
Whiſt Eccho does in Rocks, the Gods repeal. 


F The Gods, by Ofſ# bandy'd o'er the Plain, 
us trembling tols'd it back again ; 


Fanted and ſaid the Gods mult go to 


Nimble as Bears, the ugly Giants climb, 


P 

mo dangerous Deep and Caverns under ground, 
With hoarſer Groan, the Gods, the Gods refound. 
Hhepherds aloof that view'd the griſly Rouc, 


pot. 
Some peeping from their holes did ſee (or fear'd 
They ſaw) to Heaven, long ſcaling Ladders rear'd ; 


And every God they met tear limb from limb; 
The Skies all broken down, no Age they ſpare, 
From holy Houſe to the old one in the chair, 

One thought he ſaw a graceleſs, great, unſhav'd, 


Unſhapely, ſhabby Giant eat a God ; 
Another ſpy'd a raw Gigantick Youth, 
6 varing with an Immortal in his Mouth 


( rooth. © 


Who ſprawl'd and ſprawl'd, but could not ſpare one» 


One 
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One pities Heav'n, and of ſtrange havock dreamy, 
How on the floor ſpilt Aqua Vita ſwims ; 
With gay attire torn, tumbled and defac'd, 
There Wig, there Cravat, there imbroider'd Veſt. 
The ſimple Clowns thus fancied, but Heaven fafe 
Did at their Care, and ruſtick Folly laugh. 
Yet gaping Prieſt gulp'd the Tradition down. 
And all his Creed to after Ages own'd. 

But ſay not, you profane, Heav'n had no ſhare 
In that days toil, Heaven's Champion Fove was 

(there, 

Heaven's darling Fove, and now immediate Care. 


Titania pubes 
Fulmina deje&i fundo wvoluuntur in imo, Virgil, 


— 


On the Statue at Stocks Market. 


A® Citizens that to their Conquerors yield, 
Do at their own charge their own cn 
(duild, 
So Sir Robert advanc'd the King's Statue, in token 
Of a Broaker defeated, and a Lumbard:ſtreet broken. 
Some thought ic a mighty and gracious Deed, 
Obliging the City with a King on a Steed. 
When with Honour he might from his word _ ary 
He that waits for a Calm is abſolv'd by a Wreck. 
By all it appears from the firſt to the laſt 
To be a Revenge, and as Malice forecaſt, 
Upon the King's Birth-day to ſet up a thing 
That ſhews him a Monkey more like than a King. 
When'each one that paſſes finds fault with the Horls, 
Yet all do aſſure that the King is much worle; For 
n 
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ams, | 4nd ſome by its likeneſs Sir Robert ſuſpet, 


eſt, 
afe 


4 
nd 


That he did for the King his own Statue ere. 

To ſee him ſo diſguisd the Herb-women chide, 

Who upon their Panniers more decently ride. 

G& looſe are his Feet that all Men agree, 

Gr William Peak (ts much faſter than he. 

But a Market, as ſome ſay, doth fit the King well, 
Who oft Parliaments buys and Revenues doth fell : 
And others to make the f1militude hold, 

Gy his Majeſty himſelf is oft bought and fold, 

Qure this Statue is more dangerous far, 

Than all the Dutch Pictures that cauſed the War. 
And what the Exchequer for that took on truſt, 

May henceforth be confiſcate for Reaſons moſt juſt. 

But Sir Robert, to take the Scandal away, 

Doss the faule upon the Artificer lay ; 
And alleges the thing is none of his own, 
For he counterfeits only in Gold, not in Stone. 

But Sir Robert of the Vine, how cam'c in your thought, 
That when to the ſcaffold your Liege you had brought, 
With Canvas and Deals you eer fince do him cloud, 
as if you had meant it tis Coffin and Shrowd ? 
Hath Blood him away as his Crown he convey*'d 2 
Or is he to C/ayton gone in maſquerade ? 

Or 15 he now 1n his Cabal cloſely ſet ? 

Or have you to the Compter remov'd him for debt ? 

Methinks by the equipage of this vile Scene, 

To change him into a Fack-pudding you mean. 

Or elſe thus expoſe him to popular flour, 

As tho we'd as good have a King of a Clour. 

Or do you his Errors out of Modeſty veil, 

With three ſhatter'd Planks and the rags of a Sail ? 

Toexpoſe how his Navy was ſhatter'd and torn, 

The ſame day that he was reſtored and born. 

If the Judges and Parliament dont him 1nrich, 

You will ſearcely afford him a Rag to his Breech. j 
iT 
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Sir Robert affirms they do him much Wrong, 

"Tis the Graver at work to reform him fo long, 

But alas he will never arrive at his End, 

For 'tis ſuch a King no Chiſel can mend. 

But with all his faults pray give us our King, 

As ever you hope for December of Spring. 

For tho the whole World cannot ſhew ſuch another, 
We had better have him than his bigotted Brother. 


—— 


SATY R. By the Lord Ro——r 
M-=! I with patience ever {lent fic, 


Perplext with Fools who will believe they've wit, 
Muſt I find every place by Coxcombs eiz'd, 
Hear their affe&ted Nonſenſe, and ſeem pleas d. 
Maſt I meet Hen. m where eer I go, 
Arp Arran, Villain F —- , nay Poultney too. 
Shall He—!— pertly crawl from place to place, 
And ſcabby Vil —+s for a Beauty pals. 
Shall H and B » Politicians prove, 
And $S preſume to be in Love. 
Who can abſtain trom Satyr in this age ? 
What Nature wants I find ſupply'd by Rage. 
Some do for Pimping fome for Treach'ry riſe, 
Burt none's made great for being Good or Wile- 
Deſerve a' Dungeon if you would be great, 
Rogues always are our Miniſters of Scate 
Mean proſtrate Bitches, for a Bridewel fit, 
With England's wretched Queen muſt equal fit. 
Ran g and fearful M—— are preferr'd, 


Vertue's commended, but ne'er meets Reward. 
Who'd be a Monarch to endure the prating 
Of N=] and fawcy Ogie— p in waning. 


Who 
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Who would $S — 5 drivling Cuckold be ? 

Who would be G and bear his Intamy ? 

What wretch would be Green's ill begotten Son 2 
VVho would be Fames out-witted and undone ? 

VVho would be $ a cringing Knave ? 

Like Halifax wile, like Beariſh Pembroke brave ? 

ther, | VVhat Drudge would be in Dryden's cudgell'd skin ? 
Cr. : | Or who'd be ſafe and ſenſeleſs like Tom. T— 


= D— 


rc. I ASATYR. By the ſame Hand. 


Nobilitas ſola atque unica Virtns eſt 
> Wit, | | 
O T Rome, in all her Splendor, could compare 
VVith thoſegreat Bleflings happy Britain's ſhare, 
Vainly they boaſttheic Kings of heavenly Race, 
i\G+ 1ncarnate England's Throne does grace. 
> IChaſte in his Pleaſures, in Devotion grave, 
To his Friends conſtant, to his Foes he's brave; 
His Juſtice 1s through all the world admn'd, . 
His V Vord held ſacred, and his Sceptre fear'd. 
No Tumults do about his Palace move, 
Freed from Rebellion by his People's Love: 
Nor do we leſs in Counſels wile prevail, 
ball our late Tranſa&ions.plainly tell. 
Not only Prorogations good create; . , 
Bat th' adjourn'd Play-bouſe is a Corps d' Efate. - : 
© Learned Chymiſts, when they long have try'd 
for Secrets thritty Nature fain would hide; 
hbaſeſt Matters often Spirits find, | 
VVhich Providence for greater Ule defign'd. 
tut who can wonder ac fuch vaſt Succels, 
Our Cato $ --— necer promis' lets, 


ho 's. 


34 State-Poems Continued. 


Abroad in Embaſſies he firſt was fam'd, 
Where he ſo ſtritly England's Rights maintain'd. 

At home an humble Creature to her Grace, 

And Mrs: W—  preferr'd him to the place. 

Then for Commanders both by Sea and Land, 
Heaven has beſtow'd them with a liberal hand. 
Y-—&, who thrice chang d his Ships through warlike 
And M , Who's the Scipio of the age. (Rage, 
The firſt long Admiral, bit more renown'd | 
For P- x and Popery than publick Waund. 
This isthe Man whole Vice each Satyr feeds, 
And for whom no one Vertue intercedes, 
Deſtin'd for England's plague, from infant time, 
Curſt with a Perſon f— than all Crime. 

But mightier Knights than theſe do ſtill remain, 


Plimouth, who- lately ſhew'd upon che Plain, 

And did by Hewit's Fall immortal Honour gain. 

So Moule and Frog came gravely to the field, 

Both fear'd to fight, and yet both ſcorn'd to yield, 

Their famous Billers Deux and Duel prove 

Them both as fit for Combat as for Love. 

Amongſt ail theſe 'rwere not amiſs to name 

P— ney, to whom St. Omers ſiege gave fame. 
Nor do Wits leſs our poliſhe Court adorn, 

Than Men of Proweſs, for Atchievments born. 

Romantick M— #, who in empty lines 

His happier Rival rediouſly defines ; 

They well knew how to value painted Toys, 

And left the Tartar to be catch'd by Boys ; 

But his chief Talent is in Hiſtories, 

Which of himſelf he tells and always lies. 

Daincourt would fain be thought both V Vit and Bully; 

Burt Punk-rid R not a greater Cully, 

Nor tawdry Them, intimately known 

To all poxt V Vhores and fatnous Rooks in town. 


No 


ly ; 


No 
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No Ladies my reſpe&ful Muſe will name, 
Ge thinks ic Blaſphemy to touch their Fame. 
Gfe may they hve who faithful are and kind, 
But may lewd Scourers'no Redemption find. - 
May young and old inceflantly give thanks 
For that bleſt Nurſery of Intrigue Mil-banks, 
May Leifter fields repair their Matrons fall, 

But ſtill ſubſcribe 1n Feaſts of Love to th' Mall, 
And Mrs. Strafford yield to B —— Hall, 
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Barbara Pyramidum fileat miracula Memphis. 


Of all the V Vonders fince the V Vorld began, 
Since Man's Creation, and the Fall of Man, 
There's none ſo unaccountable ro me 
As the moſt common things we daily ſee. 
VVhich way foe'er I look methinks I view, 
Something that 1s extravagantly new; 
That entertains my all admiring Eyes 
VVith various unexpected Prodigies. 
And all I gaze upon, appears to me, 
Like any thing but what it ought to be. 
Find out ths Man that you would think moſt fie 
For bluſtering Bully, he's the Man of Wit, 
And nolfily bear the Bays away, 
Speaking what common Senſe would bluſh to ſay. 
Shew me another, Body Soul and all 
Fram'd to cut Capers, he's a General 3 
And when his warlike Arm has time toreſt, 
Turns Buffoon Stateſman, to make up the Jeſt, 
A third by Nature for the Bays deſign'd, | 
VVith awkward Body, and diſtorted Mind. 


D 2 Suppccted 
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Supported by his nauſeous Impudence, 
Proves an eternal Plague to Men of ſenſe: 
And tho ſcarce fit to make the Rabble ſport, 
Sets up for tawny Darling of the Cowre. 
Another guilty of a worle miſtake, 
Poor Man's in danger of Narciſſes fate, 
Doatrs on his Perſon, thinks himſelf defign'd 
For the relief of Longing Womankind ; 
Fancies his ſquinting Eye and clumfie Shape, 
On every Female Heart commits a Rape; 
Preſumes too with that Face the prize to win, 
Fit only for Lent-Preacbers threatning Sin. 
I mean the Warriour, famous far and near 
For Dr—»'s wit, but for no borrowed Fear ; 
VVilely he uſes his Friends Head to write 
VVith more ſucceſs than his own Arm to fight ; 
Yer without wonder we look down and ſes 
Heroick Blue adorn his trembling Knee. 
Ulyſſes with ſtout 4jax did contend, 
| Andby his crafty Cunning gain'd his end; 
But *cwas thought ſtrange, that in the bloody Field, 
He ſhould obtain the fam'd Achiles Shield. 
But here's the Prize of Honour ſtole away 
By one who ne er yet ſaw a Scarlet Day, 
But repreſented in ſome Tragick Play. 
Yet every Collar Feaſt he ſtruts along, 
V Vith Courage ſquinting on the gazing Throng, 
He pleads; and ſays Ulyſſes ne'er did more, 
He has decsiv'd,- betray'd, and faſly ſwore. 
V Vhat it a-Friend for Intereſt he expole, 
'T1s dull co gain a Regiment by Blows. 
In his deſigns upon frail Womankind, 
His ill Succeſs has humbled ſo his mind, 
That hke Cameleon living on the Air, 
He's ſatish'd with Notfe, and if the Fazy 
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Be thought his Prey, his Coachmans Wife {upplies 
The abſent vainly wiſht for Deities. 
Such unregarded blindly we paſs by, 

And yet admure what's leſs a Prodigy. 

Do we not daily crowd with longing mind, 

To ſee a Beaſt of an unuſual kind, 

Some add uncommon Creature, that the Fade 

Tis Mother has brought forth in Maſquerade. 

VVhilſt che Chief Monſter Man unminded goes, 

Tho, of the two, the fitter. for the Shows. 

He's the moſt ſtrange, and ſhould the moſt ſurprize, 
VVho will be ſo, yet can be otherwile. 

VVhoſe all miſtaken Talents ſpur him on 

To lead a Lite in contradiction. | 

This brings to mind a Knight of mighty Fame, 

Fairly in publick he plays out his Game, 

Betimes beſpeaks Balconies for I know 

He'll teach you how to handle angry Foe. 

In Cheapſide next he'll deal moſt deadly Blows, 

If not prevented by a ſcratch on's Nole. 

Of what I've ſaid, 1 this Example bring, 

This contradicting, proug, vain, nauſeous thing. 
Swarthy his Skin, a hanging Look on's Brows, 
His Head with VVhimſeys fill'd, and mad as How's; 
His Sward like Pen he handles writing fair, | 
Quvering makes daſhes in the wounded Air ; 
Yet the vain Fool expects the Women all 

Should breathleſs at his feet admiring fall. 

Queen Shebs would have cravell'd twice as far, 
Could ſhe for Solomon have met Sir Car. 

How do theſe Twins 1n all things but Eſtate, 
Rail at themſelves, whilſt they each other hate. 
Each on his Dunghil proudly does inſult, 
But Conſc:tence rules, and Peace is the reſule. 
Plutarch ne'er met two to compare ſo fit, 
Bund 1n their Eyes alike, as 1n their V Vis, 
D 3 Equally 
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Equally vain, they love with like Succeſs, 
Their Wrongs with equal Fortune they redreſs. 
Each, tho a naked Sword does make him ſtart, 
Looks big, admiring his own martial Heart. 
The one too ſcribbles, but in Lines as dull; - 
As thoſe of our new made Governour of Hull. 

For Proweſs, Wit, Good-nature, Honeſty, 
Religion, Honour and Humility, 
One only Hero dares with theſe contend, 
The brave Lord Og—'s Paramour and Friend. 
His Anceſtors were men of mighty Fame, 
France felt an Earthquake at the very Name ; 
But he whoſe Soul can no harſh thought admit, 
Takes care to cure it of its Ague fit ; 
His tender Heart,» in ſofter Breaſt enſhrin'd, 
For gentler uſe by Nature was deſign'd. 
A juſt Revenge admittance ſeeks in vain, 
To his converted Soul where Peace does reign. 
What tho* his Father's bloody Murtharer live, 
His Charity compels him to forgive. 

But now from railing let us reſt a while, 
Some few have Merit in our wretched 1/e. 
Thoſe whom our honeſt Poer diſcommends, 


Becauſe they've been his Patrons and his Friends. 


We may conclude 'cis Intereſt guides the, Pen, 
And ranges Fools with wiſe deſerving Men ; 
Since in the front of our kept Lawreat's Plays, 
Long Dedications ſpeak a Booby's Praile ; 
And Women of the higheſt Rank appear, 

As chaſt, nay chaſter than Lacrecis there. 

I write not/for Applauſe, nor do I ſtrain 
For Money a dull mercenary Brain, 
Meaſure not Verſe as Ribbon by the Ell, 

My ſtock of it's not good enough to fell, 
Nor yet fo poor as that my needy Pen 
Should rail, for want of matter at good Men. 
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[ will not, where no fault is to be found, 

Sander the Dead, for Lies dig under ground ; 

Nor to be thought a brisk aſpiring Wir, | 

Rail at a Monarch for my Praiſes fit, 

Cenſure, if to unbend his head from Care, 

He with his Subjet#s 1n ſome Pleaſure ſhare ; 

A bleſſed Lot we to our Soveraign give, 

Permit him only as our Dradge to live ; 

Exceſs of Goodneſs, which I own his Crime, 

Fatious Petitioners will cure in time ; 

Then like the Frogs in Eſop we may grieve, 

When fooliſhly we hoping to relieve 

By changing our imaginary Smarts, 

Find 'tis that Change that Locate our ſtubborn hearts. 
Il not complain Honours beſtow'd on him 

Who for his Country vencur'd that ſame Limb 

That's now adorn'd, whoſe gen'rous Courage too, 

Aiding our Neighbours, to the French-man's wo, £ 

Shew'd 'em what Enpiiſh Swords were us'd to do. 

Nor empty Paradoxes will maintain, 

Lift a malicious Arm, but all in vain, 

Stnking at him the Ball rebounds and hurts, 

'Tisnor like fighting Duels in our ſhirts ; 

'Tis trying to pierce Armour with a Sword, 

Calling ym Fool, who when he ſpeaks the word, 

Loudly proclaims the Liar; but 'tis ine 

To ſwear the Sun and Aon did never ſhine. 

I may miſtake, but think my Nature good, 

Yet ſome Temptations cannot be withſtood. 

I cannot always with Heracleus weep, 

Nor in a drowhie Silence ever {leep, 


Faith I muſt laugh, ſeeing the Letter drop, 
Given the pert Dame, by diſappointed Fop ; 
Nor can I ſtifle my ſurpriſe, when I 
Follow Lord Ail-Pride, in his train eſpy, 


Ons 
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One who before did him no Injury, 
Crowning his Brows with deſerv'd Infamy, 


But fince his Wife he publickly call'd #bore, 


So much oblig'd he now can rail' no more, 
'Twas what himſelf had often done before. 
His ſtri&t attendance Gratitude does ſhow, 
How comes our Metal'd-man to ſtoop fo low. 
' Yet of all Frantick Fools none ſeeins to me 
So vainly proud of -his own Infamy, 
As he, who pleas'd to head the fa&tious Rout, 
Of gaping Boors, and lead the Fools about. 
Forfeits his Loyalty, his Friends and Fame, 
And all to crown the Amthor of his ſhame; 
Yet in good humour pleasd to be allow'd 
The moſt notorious Cuckold in the Crowd, 

The Deeds of mighty Heroes I rehearle, 
Croud not four harmleſs Fools into one Verſe: 
*T'is not a ſcabby Chin can raiſe my Spleen, 
Nor Rival to the Moor of Mazerine. 
My ſoaring Muſe flies with a nimble wing 
From ſuch low Objeds, ſcorns of ſuch to fing ; 
Should ſhe at every humble Quarry ſtoop, 
And range each puny growring Fop with S$S——— 
'Twould make thoſe Shrubs of Folly hope to prove 
Equal to that tall Cedar of the Grove. | 

Y' expect ſome ſentence now &'er I conclude, 
I'm as. excuſe me therelore if I'm rude, 
And take my leave abruptly, faith *tis time, _ 
When all Fools wiite, co think nao more of Rhime, 


The 
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The ROYAL-BUSS. 


A® in the days of yore were ods 
Berwixt the Giants and the Gods, 
G now is rife a fearful Brawl 

Between the Parhiament and //hbitebal ; 
But, bleſt be Fowe, theſe Gods of ours 
Are greater in their Guilt than Pow?'rs. 
Tho then the Heathens were ſuch Fools, 
Yet they made Gods of better Tools. 

No Altars then to Plackets were, 

Nor Majeſty by Buſs would fwear. 
They'd hang a Tippet at his Door, | 
Should break a Parliament co pleaſe a Whore ; 
And further to oblige him to it, 

Would ſwear by Poreſm—=b's C——t hed do it, 
And by Contents of th' Oath he had took, 
Kneel'd down in zeal and kift the Book. 

They'd think the Faith too much amiſs 

That ſuch Defenders had as this, 

And that Religion look'd too poor, 
Whoſe Head of thi Church kiſt A—ſe of W—re. 
But this he did,- much good may't do him, 

And then the Quean held forth unto him. 

The Devil take her for a Whore : 

Wou'd he had kiſt ten years before, 

Before our City had been burn'd, 

And all our Wealth co Plagues had curn'd ; 
Betore ſhe had ruin'd (pox upon her) 

Our Engl:;/þ Name, Blood, Wealth and Honor. 
Whilſt Parliaments too flippane gave, 

And Courtiers would but ask and have. 


V Vhulit 
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VVhilſt they are making Engliſh, French, 
And Money vote to keep the VVench, 
And the Buffoons and Pimps to. pay, . 
The devil a bit prorogu'd-were they. 


- The kiſs of T-—, inſtead had ſtood, 
And might have done three Nations good. 
* But when the Commons would no more 
Raiſe Taxes to maintain the V Vhore. 
VVhen they would not abide the Aw 
Of ſtanding Force inſtead of Law. 
Then Law, Religion Property 

They'd force 'gainſt V Vill and Popery- 
Y Vhen they provide that all ſhall be 
From Slavery and Oppeſffion free. 

That a VVrit of Habeas Corpus come, 
And none in Priſon be undone. 

That Eng men ſhould not, like Beaſt, 
To war by Sea or Land be preſt. 

That Peace with Holland ſhould be made, 


VVhen VVar had ſpoil'd our Men and Trade: 


That Treaſon it ſhould be for any, 

V Vithout a Parliament to raiſe a Peny. 
That no Courtier ſhould be ſent 

To fit and vote in Parliament. 

That when an end to this was gave, 

A yearly Parliament we ſhould have, 
According to the antient Law, 

That mighty Knaves might live in aw. 
That King nor Council ſhould commit 
An Engliſh man tor wealth or wit. 
Prerogative being ty'd thus tight, 

That it could neither ſcratch nor bite. 
VVhen Whores began to be afeard, 

Like Armies, they ſhould be caſhier'd. 
Then Por:ſm -— th, the inceſtous Punk, 
Made our moſt gracious Sov'raign drunk: 


And 
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knd drunk ſhe made him give that Buſs 

That all the Kingdom's bound to curſe, 1 
\nd ſo red hot with V Vine and V Vhore, 

He kickt the Commons out of door. 


 #— 


WINDSOR. &) the Lord Rr. 


_ I ſee our mighty Monarch ſtand, 

His pliant Angle trembling in his hand, 

Pleas'd with the ſport, good man, nor does he know, 
His ealte Sceptre bends and trembles fo. | 
fine Repreſentative indeed of God, 

Whoſe Sceptre's dwindled to a Fiſhing: rod. 

Guch was Domitian 1n lis Romans Eyes, 

When his great God ſhip ſtoop'd to- catching Els, 
Bleſs us ! what pretty Sport have Deities. 

But ſee he now does: up from Dorchel come, 

Laden with ſpoils of {lughter'd Gudgeons home. 


Nor is he warn'd, by their unhappy fats, r | 
But greedily he (wallows every bait,  *+- w.2 
A Prey to every King-fiſher of ſtate. I 


For how he Gudgeons cakes, you have been taiight 
Then liften now how he himſelf is caught, 
Sowell alas, the fatal Bait is known, 

Which R — does fo greedily take down, 
And howe'er weak and {lender be the String, 
Bait it with Whore and it will hold a King. 
Almighty Power of Women ! oh, how vain 
Are Salique Laws, for you will ever reign. 
Yet Lawſon, thou whole arbitrary Sway 

Our King muſt, more than we do him obey, 
Who fhortly ſhalc of eafie Cherles's Breaſt 

And of his Empire be at once polleſt. 


Tho 
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Tho it indeed appear a glorious thing, 

To command Power, and to enſlave a King ; 
Yet e'er the falſe Appearance has betray'd, 

A ſoft, believing, unexperienc'd Maid, 

O, yet conſider, &er it be too late, 

How near you ſtand upon the brink of Fate. 
Think who they are who would for you procurg 
This great Preferment, to be ngade a Whore 
Two Reverend Aunts, renown'd in Britiſh ſtory, 


For Luſt and Drunkenneſs, with Nel and L—., 


Theſe, theſe are they your Fame would ſacrifice, 
Your Honour ſell, and you ſhall hear the Price. 
My Lady Mary nothing can defign, 

But feed her Luſt with what ſhe gets for thine, 
Old Richm -—---- d making thee a glorious Punk, 
Shall ewice a day with Brandy now be drunk. 
Her Brother Buck — m2 ſhall be reftord, 

Nelly a Counteſs, L-— be a Lord. 

And ſure all Honours ſhould on him be thrown, 
Both for his Father's merit and his own : 
For Dunkirk ficſt was ſold by Clarendon, 

And now Tangier is ſelling by the Son. 

A barren Queen the Father brought us o'er, 
To make way for the Son to bring a Whare. 
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The Second Adviceto «a PAINTER, 


By the Author of the firſt. 


re N OW Painter try if thy skall'd hand can draw, 
The horrid'ſt Scene the tremblingWorld &'er faw. 
Wipe all your Pencils that the former drew, 
=», I ndiſmal colours dip them all anew ; 
Colours that may in lively parts expreſs 
The plotted Fall of Monarchs ; in a Dreſs 
May fright the World : Crimes which we can't atone 
With our beſt Blood, and Chriſtians bluſh to own. 
| But let me firſt adviſe you, e'er you take 
This work in hand, a ſmall Refletion make, 
Of all that's heinous, Murthers, Treaſons, Fires, 
Perjuries, Inceſts, Rapines, hot Detires 
Of murthering Kings, 1 tremble to rehearſe, 
Atottering World and ſinking Univerſe. 
Think well on theſe, e'er you begin the part, | 
Twill heighten Fancy,. and affe&t your Heart. 4 
Inthe upper part of all the Canvas paint 
His Holineſs the Pope, that mighty Saint, 
Old Sata his Aſſociate too muſt ſtand 
Behind his Chair, to guide his heart and hand. 
Draw him ſtuck round with all the Toys that come, 
— {From the grand Mint of Lies, old foppiſh Rove. 
Bulls, Diſpenſations, Pardons all the baits 
He lays for the dull Crowd ; the Book of Rates 
Will be convenient too, that of every Sin 
Th | The value may be known, pray cram them in 
Draw him diſperſing with a bountecus hand, 
for horrid Ends, ths Treaſures of his land: 
Diſpenſing 
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Ss that they'll murther Charles, Great- Britain's King 


Poor Fool ! to think the Guardian of his Throne 
Is-prownſo dull, and ſenſeleſs as his own, 
No, proud Impoſture, no, thy Hand's too ſhort 
To reach his- Head, or make his fall thy ſport. 
Next draw proud France, ad his ambitious hops 
Of being mighty cringing to the Pope, 
*Tis not his Zeal to him, or to his Laws, 
That cheats the World, this his Aﬀection draws. 
*Tis Intereſt, mighty Intereſt bears the ſway, 
He dare not, tho he's willing, diſobey. 
Baſe Prince, and fooliſh too, your (elf you cheat, 
When on ſuch Terms as theſe you would be great, 
You feaſt your ſenſes, at ſuch coſtly Rates, 
That nothing eiſe can ſerve but Delicates, 
Dipt in the Blood of Princes, Death of Kings, 
In your Opinion, are but vulgar things ; 
If thirſt of Empire ſway'd a generous Saul, 
Theſe bafe low tric ks could never ſure controul ; 
But when a Mind's (o firm on miſchief bent, 
No thoughts of Honour can itz Crimes prevent, 
In meaneſt Actions Princes ſhould be true, 
And act on principles of Honour too. 
Then they are ſacred co the World and ought 
To be ador'd, then Diſreſpe&'s a Fault. 
But when both bale, degenerate they're grown, 
The Vulgar hurl them headlong from the Thrane. 
Go on, vile Prince, in all thele Arts and try 
How ſoon your Crown will fade, your Empare die. 
By your Example your own SubjeRts teach, 
To {trike at Empire, and at Sceptres reach z 
And may their firi{t attempt be on thy Head, 
Dethrone thee firſt of all, then ſtrike thee dead- 
Now Painter, to our Subje&, dip thy Pen 
In black, in horrid black, yer once agen. 


For 


King, 
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& 
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For when a Subject from a King revolts, | 
Con(pires his Death, and thinks theſe things no faults. 
The Scene muſt needs be horrid, firſt begin, 
With Bel s his foul ungrateful ſin ; 
Draw him a Monſter in as foul a dreſs, 
As cer your heart can think or hand expreſs. 
Long did he in his Prince's boſome lie, 
One would have thought, void of all Treachery ; 
For what baſe Man but he, could &er conſpire - 
To ſet that houſe wherein he lives on fire ; 
Who would ſuch Treaſons harbour in his breaſt, 
Gainſt ch* beſt of Princes, and to him the beſt. 
The other Lords muſt on the ſage be led, 
Draw out each Man with Halter on his head, 
And Dagger in his heart, with which in vain 
They ofcea ſtrove to ſtab their Sovereign. 
Baſle Raſcals, do you thus your Prince reward ? 
Have you no Honour left? or no Regard 
To Clemency ? which ſome of you I know 
Have taſted, or y*had dy'd for't long ago ; 
Had he been cruel, or Tyrannick grown, 
You'd had more reaſon touſurp his Throne ; 
But to a gracious, and obliging Prince, 
'Tis paſt all hopes of pardon or defence. 

Now Painter, draw me Hell in all its heat, 
Let ſulphurous Flames and diſmal Darkneſs meet ; 
Draw S—ley, Col—23, and the Jeſuits, 
And in the hotteſt place as beſt befics; 
Let them endure the flaming Brimſtones Rage, 
Theſe bloody trayterous Miſcreants of our Age. 
Theſe were the Men delign'd (oh bloody At) 
Nay were reſolv'd on to commit the fat. 
Baſe Rebels, don't you know that Heaven's high hand 
Has ever kept the Monarch of our Land, 
And could you think to move our Scene, and-do 
What Heaven's hh Lord had ne'er conſented to. 
Burn 
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Burn on vile Wretches, think well on theſe things, 

What Treaſon is, what 'tis to. murther Kings. 
Now draw, in all his Majeſty and State, 

Our Sovereign Prince, juſt rifing from his Fate. 

Pray paint him laughing at the Follies done, 


By th* Pope and France, his moſt unchriſtian Son, 
Prithee, old Fellow, prithee tell me why 

Old England ſhould ſo much diſturb chy Eye ? 
Is it becauſe we do not doat on you ? | 
And worjhip all your Saints, we never knew ? 
If theſe, Old Man, your Aggravations be, 
Know we defie thy Malice, Imps and Thee. 


— — = —_— 


Stafford's Ghoſt. February 1 682, 


I this the Heavenly Crown ? Are theſe the Joys 
Which bellowing Prieſts did promiſe with ſuch noiſe? 
Charming my Fears with ſuch lewd Words as thele, 
A Saint, a Martyr, Bliſs, Eternal Eaſe ? 

Such pronns'd Glories were for meaner Deeds, 
He's erebly bleſt by whom our Monarch bleeds. 
Curs'd Prieſts did me with other Fools delude, 
Brib'd with their Gifts of the Beatitude. 

Had F that Life ſo unadvis'dly loſt, 

*Tis not your fawning FJeſuitth Hoſt 

Should cer prevail on my miſguided ſenſe, 

To {mother Guile with Vows of Innocence : 
Nor thou, falſe Friend, as falſe to me or more; 
Than all thy Oaths for Coleman's Life before ; 
With thy crue Catholick proteſting Breath, 
Shouldſt e'er betray me to a perjur'd Death. 
Blinded with Zea}, what did we onee admite 
A ſulph'rous Soul, by Jelunts ſer on tire 
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s | 4 head-ſtrong, itupid, raſh, bigotrted Prince, 
Declar'd the _ Enemy to Sen: 
Weak are the ſacred Ties thar ſhoild autend, 
The Name of Sov'reign, Brother, and of F:iend ; 
This pious Sampſon would with Joy o'2rthrow 
The Univerſe, and periſh bv the blow; 
His Plots, tho known, ver he will ne'zr give o'er, 
But (till Lneriegues with his dear Bb] Whore ;; 
& much infected by thar Fatal Bir-h, 
He's all broke out in ſcabbvy Za! and Irch. 
Could we diſtinctly view hs tainted Son!, 
That all the Relicks of $ were imall, 
Compar'd with th' Scars of his Þ (piritual : 
Tis not the powerful Forces of Fordan's Streams, 
Nor his dear Purgatories clean{1ng Flames, 
C:n &'er remove from his poilured Soul 
The leaſt remains of a Dileale to foul : 
Youwll ſay 'tis hard thar ſuch aone as he 
ſe? JF $hould be depriv'd of Nauman's Remedy ; 
| But there's Diſtin@ion to be made, 1 hope, 
Twixt thoſe that worſhip Rmmon and the Pope. 
Amends for my intended Crimes | make, 
If Charles from his Lethargick Steep | wake, 
But luch a Doſe of Opiats they have given, 
To roule him were a Mracle for Heaven ; 
Ihope, tho when he hears what [ can tell, 
uccels may crown my Emoally from Hell. 
[]] boldly name thoie char purſue his Life, 
And 'mong(t his Subjects teiter endleſs Strife 
Their Friends and their Adviſers {'ll reveal, 
Thoſe Holv Men chat, touche with pious Zeal, : 
kre ſuch Well- wiſhers to the Coomon Weil. 

brk's molt belov'd aud buldeſt Friend 1s he, 
Who knows he muſt tucuezd by Gadbury ; 
Yet ſome with Wonder are ſurprisd to find, 
&# Jihat in the Loyal Ague of his Mind, FR 

19 His 
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His hot fit comes in ſuch a proper time, 
Whoſe cold one thought the Covenant no Crime, 
The next a Slave to his Ambitious Pride, 
Muſt be the chief, tho of the falling Side. 
This Hot-brain'd Machiavel once vainly ſtrove, 
For what he ne'er can hope the People's Love. 
But foil'd he flies for Refuge to the Throne, 
Truſting to th' Bladders of his Wit alone, 
Without one honeſt thought to fix them on. 

The third a Wreck of the divided Chits. 
Better than jilting Whore he counterfeits ; 
But not his treach'rous Eyes diffolv'd in tears, 
Nor the falſe Vizard his Ambition wears, 
Can blind the V Vorld, or hide what muſt be ſeen, 
His Practices with F—— and Mazarine. 
Vote on poor Fools, ye Commons vent your ſpleen, 
Sure France and York are a (ufficient Skreen : 
A Tax at home's a Proje& old and dull, 
He'll find new ways to keep his Coffers full. 
The French ſhall ſome of our fled Gold reſtore, 
They luck like Leeches, but they ruine more, ; 
VVhen they ſpue back part of th' infe&ed Ore: 
'Tis his Contrivance too, by Change of Air, 
To eaſe our Monarch of his Fears and Care. 
They jointly toil co make thy Burden hght, 
Knowing - a Quiet is thy chief Delight, ; 
They therefore haſte and hurry thee to tight. 
No matter C , chy Enemies they'l: tright, 


One ſtamps, one talks, one weeps thy Foes to flights 
I come (dread Lord) from the dark Shades below 
To give thee timely notice of the Blow. 

VVhich thou may'ſt yet prevent; think well of thoſe 
V Vhom now (miſtaken) you believe your Foes. 
They who againſt your will would fix your Crown, 
Giving you Riches, Happineſs, Renown 


Y Vhich 
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Which Metemorphoſe ſhould accepted be, 
Becauſe redeem'd from Want and Infamy. 
(Obſerve poor Wanderer, how thou walk'it alone, 
Might is the Atlas that ſupports thy Throne) 
Haſte to comply, deter it not too long, 

Thou canſt not ſtem a Current that's ſo ſtrong. 
Truſt to th' Aﬀetions of thy Britains bold, 

Give them but leave thy Honour to uphold; 
Tho Beſſus, yet a Ceſar thou may'ſt be, 
Oppreſt with Trophies of their Victory. 


0n the Dutcheſs of Portlmouth's Pifare. 


September ; 1682. 


H O can on this PiQure look, 
And not ſtrait be wonder ſtruck, 
That ſuch a peaking doudy thing 
Should make a Beggar of a King ? 
Three happy Nations turn to Tears, 
And all their former Love to Fears ? 
Rune the Great, and raiſe the Small, 
Yet will by turns betray them all. 
Lowly born, and meanly bred, 
Yet of this Nation is the Head : 
For half 1Yþiteball make her their Court, 
Tho th'other half make her their ſport. 
Mmmouth's Tamer, Feffery's Advance; 
Foe to England, Spy to France, 
Falſe and fooliſh, proud and bold, 
Ugly as you ſee, and Old. 
In a word, her mighty Grace 
bk Whors wu all things but her Face. 
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Upon this Place are to be ſeen 
Many Brave Sights. God ſave the Queen. 


Ear Hampton Court there lies a Common, 
Unknown to neither Man nor Woman ; 
The Heath of Hounſlow 1: 15 ſtil'd : 
Which never was with blood defil'd, 
Tho 1t has been of War the Seat, 
Now three Campains almoſt compleat. 

Here you may fee Great FA 4 ES the Second, 
(The greateſt of our Kings he's reckon'd ! ) 
A Hero of ſuch high Renown, 

Whole Nations tremble at his Frown: 
And, when he Smiles, Men die away 
In Tranſports of exceflive Joy. 

A Prince of admirable Learning! 

Quick Wit! of Judgment moſt diſcerning ! 
His Knowledge in all Arts 1s ſuch, 

No Monarch ever knew ſo much. 

Not that old bluſtring King of Pontur, 
Whom Men call learned to affrone us, 
With all his Tongues and Dales, 
Could equal him 1n all reſpeds; 

His two and twenty Languages 

Were Trifles, if compat1'd to His, 
Fargons, which we eſteem bur ſmall, 
Engliſh and French are worth *em all. 
What tho he had ſome $skill in Phyfick, 
Could cure the Dropſy or the Phthytick ; 


Perhaps 
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To ſcape the danger of rank Poiſon, 
And could prepare an Antidote 


Gould carry't off, tho down your Throat ? 


Theſe are but poor Mechanick Arts, 
Inferior to Great Fames his Parts ; 
Shall he be ſet in the ſame Rank, 
With a Pedantick Mountebank ? 

He's Maſter of ſuch Eloquence, 


Well choſen Words, and weighty Sence ; 


That he neer parts his lovely Lips, 
Rue out a Trope or Figure {lips : 


And, when he moves his fluent Tongue, 


þ ſure to raviſh all the Throng ; 
And every Mortal that can hear, 
bheld faſt Pris'ner by the Ear. 


His other Gifts we need but name, 
They are ſo ſpread abroad by Fame, 
His Faith, his Zeal, his Conſtancy, 
Arerfion to all Bigottry ! 

Hs firm adhering to the Laws, 
If which he judges every Cauſe, 
And deals to all impartial Juſtice, 
I which the SubjeRs greateſt truſt 1s ! 
His conſtant keeping ot his Word, 
k well to Peaſant as to Lord ; 
Which he no more would violate, 
Than he would quit his Kegal State! 
ho has not his leaſt promiſe broke, 
Nor contradicted what he ſpoke ! 
His governing the brutal Paſſions, 
With far more Rigor than his Nations : 
Would not be {way'd by's Appetite, 
Were he to gain an mm by't! 

vo; 
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From hence does flow that Chaſtity, 
Temperance, Love, Sincerity, 

And unaffected Piety, 

That juſt abhorrence of Ambition, 
Idolatry, and Superſtition, 


Which through his Life have ſhin'd fo bright, 
t [| 


That nought could dazle their clear Lig 
Theſe Qualities we'll not infiſt on, 
Becauſe they all are Duties Chriſtian; 
But haſte to celebrate his Courage, 
Which is the Prodigy of our Age: 

A Spirit which exceeds relation 3 

And were too great for any Nation, 
Did not thoſe Vertues nam'd before 
Confine it to its native Shore, 
Reſtrain it from the thirſt 'of Blood, 
And only exerciſe't in Good ! 


The tedious Mithridatick War, 
(The Noiſe whereof is ſpread fo far) 
Was nothing to what's pratis'd here; 
Tho carry'd on for forty year, 
'Gainſt Pompey, Sylla, and Luculns, 


High-ſounding Names, brought in to gull us : 


In which the Romans loſt more Men 

Than one age could repair again; 

Who periſh'd not by Sword or Bullet, 

But melted Gold pour'd down the Gullet. 
Heroes of old were only fam'd 

For having Millions kill'd or maim'd; 

For being th' Inſtrument of Fate, 

In making Nations deſolate ; 

For wading to the Chin 1'th' Blood 

Ot choſe that in their paſſage ſtood * 

And thought the Point they had not gain'd, 
Wiule any Foe alive remain'd. 
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Our Monarch, by more gentle Rules, 
Has prov'd the Ancients arrant Fools : 
He only ſtudies and contrives 

Not to deſtroy, but ſave Men's Lives ; 
Shews all che Military skill, 

Without committing ought that's 11l. 
He'll teach his Men in Warlike Sport, 
How to defend, or ſtorm a Fort ; 
And, in Heroick Interlude, 

Will a& the dreadful fcene of Bude : 
Here Lorrain ſtorms, the #+fer dies, 
And Brandenburgh routs the Supplies ; 
Bavaria there blows up their Train 

{ And all the Turks are took, or (lain. 
All this perform'd, with no more harm 
Than Loſs of ſimple Gunner's Arm: 
And ſurely *tis a greater Good 

To teach Men War, than ſhed their Blood, 


Now pauſe, and view the Army Royal, 
Compos'd of valiant Souls and loyal ; 
Not rais'd (as ill Men ſay) to hurt ye, 
But to defend, or to convert ye: 

For that's the Method now in Uſe, 

The Faith Tridenthre to diffuſe. 

Time was, the Word was powerful ; 

But now, 'tis thought remiſs and dull : 
Has not that Energy and Force, 

Which 1s in well-arm'd Foot and Horſe, 
Thus, when the Faith has had mutation, 
We change its way of Propagation : 

So Mahomet, with arms and terrors, 
Spread over half the World his Errors. 


Here daily ſwarm Prodigious Wights, 
And ſtrange variety of Sights, 
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As Ladies lewd, and foppith Knights, 
Prieſts, Pozrs, Pinps, and Paraſres ; 
Which now we'l, {vire, and only mention, 
The hungry Bord that writes for Penſion ; 
Old Squab, (who's ſometimes here, I'm told)' 
Thar otr has with his Prince made bold, 
Call'd the lace King a Sant'ring Cully, 

To magmty the Gallck Bully ; 

Who larel pur a iencelefs Banter 

Upon che V orld, with Hind and Panther, 
Making the Beaſts and Birds o'ch' Wood 
Debate whac he ne*er underſtood, 

Deep Secrets in Philoſophy, 

And Myſteries in Theology, 

All ſung in wretched Poetry ; 

VVhich rambiing Piece, is as much Farce all, 
As his true Mirror, the Rehearſal ; 

For which h: ha« been ſoundly bang'd, 

But ha'n't his juſt Reward till hang'd. 


Now you have ſeen all that is here, 
Have Patience till another Year. 


The Diſlenters Thankſgiving for the Late 


Declaration. 1685. 


E OR this Additional Declaration, 
This double Grace of Diſpenſation, 
For Liberty and Toleration ; 

Againſt Antichriftian Violation. 

V Vhatever Zeal miſguided Paſſion, 
Perſuades the Sons of Reformation : 

*Tis but a (ly Inſinuation, 

To work a Popiſh Inundation, 


YYe 
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VVe of the new Regeneration ; 

The well affe&ed of the Nation, 

That will be uſeful in our Station. 

Do offer up our due Oblation ; 

And make our humble Supplication, 
VVhile Teſt and Penals are in faſhion 
Ve be not brought in tribulation 

By the next Synod of the Nation. 


The DIS PUNI E; 
By the E. of R—— 


Etwixt Father Patrick and his Highneſs of late, 
There hapned a ſtrong and a weighty Debate : 
Religion was the Theme. "Tis ſtrange that they two, 
Should diſpute about that which neicher of 'em know. 
VVhen I dare boldly ſay, if the Truth were but known, 
The V Veakneſs of Patrick, and Strength of his own ; 
He'd have call'd it a Madneſs, and much like a Curle, 
To have chang'd from a good one, to that which is 
(worle 3 
But the reaſons which made moſt his Highnels toyield, 
And ſo willingiy quit to S. Patrick the Field, 
VVere ---—- 
Firſt, Sir, they cheat you, and leave you rth' Lurch, 
VVhotell you there can be any more than one Church. 
And, next unto that he averr'd for a certain 
No Footſteps of ours could be found before dAartin. 
At which two Reaſons, ſo deep and profound, 
His Highneſs had like to have fall'n 1n a Swoon ; 
But at length he cry'd out, Father Patrick, I find 
By the ſudden Converſion, and Change of my wind, 
t 
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It is not your Reaſon, nor VVit can afford 

Such Strength ta your Cauſe ; 'tis the Finger o'th'Lord 
For now [ remember he ſomewhere has ſaid, ; 
That by Babes and Sucklings his Truth is convey, ( 
Thus ends the diſpute*cwixt the Prieſt andthe I 


In which, to ſay truth, and to do 'em both right, 
He manag'd the Cauſe, as he did the Sea-fight. 


Fulit Mazarini Cardinalis Epitaphium, 


H I C jacet Julius Mazarinus 
Galliz Rex Italicus 
Ecclehz przſul Laicus + 
Europz przdo purpuratus 
Fortunam omnem ambiit, omnem corrupt, 
Erarium adminiſtravit & exhauſit, 
Civile Bellum compreflic, fed commovyit, 
Regn1 jura tuitus eſt & invaſit, 
Benefacia pofledit & vendidit, 
Pacem dedit aliquando, diu diſtulit, 
Hoſtes cladibus cives oneribus afflixit, 
Artifit paucis, 1rrifit plurimos 
Omnibus nocuit. 
Negotiator in templo, Tyrannus in Regno, 
Przdo in mimiſterio, 
Vulpes in concilio, 
Graflator in bello, 

Solus nobis in pace hoſtis. 
Fortunam olim adverſam, aut elufit aut vicit ; 
Ec noſtro ſzculo vidimus 
Adorari fugitivum, 

Imperare civibus exulem, 

© _ Regnareprolſcriptum. 
Quid deinde egerit, rogas ? Paucis a Q 
it, | © 
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Luſit, fefellit, rapuit, 

Ferreum nobis induxit, {zxculum fibi 
Ex auro noſtro, aureum fecit. 
Quorundam Capiti nullius fortunis peperit, 
Homo crudeliter clemens. 
Pluribus tandem morbis elanguit, 
Plures ei ccelo mortes virogate, 

Cut Senatus olim unam tantum decreverat 
Vincemini ſe arcibus inclufit moriturus, 
Et quidem apte 
Quzlivit Carcerem. 

Diu cedentem animam retinuit zgre reddidit, 
Sic retinere omnia dedicerat, 

Nihil ſua ſponte reddere. 
Conſtanter tamen viſus eſt mori quid micum 
Ut vixit fic obiit diflimulans, 

Ne morbum quidem novere qui curabant, 
Hac una fraude nobis profuit, 
Fefellit Medicos. 

Mortuus eſt tamen infallimur, & moriens, 
Regem regno, regnum regi reſtituit. 


Reliquit 
Przſulibus > wa exempla, 
Aulicis infida confilia, | 
Adoptiva ampliflima ſpolia, 
Paupertatem populis, 
Succeſſoribus ſuis omnes przdandi artes, 
Sed Przdam nullam, : 
Immenſas tamen opes licet profuderit, 
Id unum tantum habuit ex fuo quod daret, 
Nomen ſuum. 


PeQtus ejus poſt mortem apertum eſt, 
Tum primum patuit vafrum Cor 
MAZARINTI, 


Quod nec precid?, nec lacrymus, nec injurus mo 
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Dia quaſivimus invenire Medici 
Cor Lapideum, 

Quod mortuus omnia adhuc moveat & adminiſtret ne 
(mirers, 

Stipendia in hunc annum accepit, 

Nec fraudat poſt mortem Vir bonz fidei, 
Quo tandem evaſlerit forfitan rogitas ? 

Calum fi rapitur tener, {1 datur meritis longe abeſt, 
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Sed abi, Viator, & cave, 
Nam hic tumulus 
Eſt Specus Latronis, 


SAT Y R Unnuxxled. 
Ho'd be the Man lewd Libels to indite, 


Yet fears to own What he ne'er fears to write, 
And meanly ſneak his Lampoons into th* World, 
Which are 1h? Streets by Porters dropt and hurPd, 
Orelſe by «lian 'mong the Bullies ſpread, 
That and his Pimping brings him in his bread ? 
Who'd be the Wretch to hear himſelt abus'd, 
By ſome Men-cenſur'd, and by ſome accusd, 
For libelling the Town, with his ſharp Pen, 
And they with Cudpels lampoon him again ? 
To name great Men is Malice groſly ſhown, 
As it they could not by their Crimes be known : 
For what Fool knew not, when you nam'd a Bear, 
Without a Comment Pembroke was not there. 
When we ſay Fool, then all Men muſt agree, 
V —— to name would be Tautology. 
Who to the Sin of Pride does lay moſt claim, 
Need we ſay T-- Arp —— or Heningham. . 
Wit 
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With theſe betore the Wits have had a bout, 

FIl pick out ſome the Poets have left our ; 

And yer not name the Men, but ſwinge their Faults, 
For ſo wile Satyr makes his beſt Afſſaulcs. 


One play'd at Dice all night, at Lockers door, 
Quarrell'd and cuff *d till he was Blood all o'er ; 
Nex day he fat at the wile Green: cloth board, 

And with great Gravity ſaid ne'er a word, 

There fell afleep, then wak'd with angry Face, 
And {wore G=damn tum his throw was Ams-ace, 
$ (wept the Money that o'th' Green-cloth lay, 

And vow'd he dreamt he won it all at play. 

To cheat the King he has left off being brave, 

F-om Captain turn'a a formal Green-cloth Knave. 


Next comes a Wretch whom all Mankind does hate, 
Curſt by lis Servants for his Pride and State, 
Keeps Bawds, and has his Banco for the Gout, 
Which 1s a modeſt Word for Pox, no doubt ; 
No Lampoon ever thought him worthy yet, 
Having not matter to afford them Wir. 

Lewdly his out-f11de, as his Soul within, 

One that deſerves to be, for h1s proud Sin, 
Tofs'd up to Heaven, to tumble down agen. 
Fam'd for his Vertue and good Nature two, 
Yer both conceal'd, and never came 1m view, 
His Office ſhews the Devil and he are Twins, 
Being Privy-Purlſe to ail the Privy->1ns. 


Search the whole Court, 1n all that bleſſed Race, 
Not one Man's planted in his proper place ; 
Scarce one Man uſt or taithtul fuund to be, 

Only Frank N Henry K w, 
Why did 1 name 'em fince ye all well know 
When we ſay tauhtul, i 1mplies them tyyo ;; 


Once 
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Once faulty Men, but now as juſt are known, 
They mortgage Oaths, and lay their Honour down 
To every Footman lends them half a Crown. 


Now for a Brute whoſe Species 15 unknown, 
Like Man, but Hell beſt knows he is not one. 
Full as deſtructive as the Wind North-eaſt, 

And much more ominous to Man and Beaſt. 
Swell'd Ike a Toad, his Soul juſt ſpecled fo, 
And poiſons all things, where he does but blow; 
Whoſe crooked Nature forces ſo much evil, 

"T has chang'd his Species from Mankind to Devil, 
*T'is not the Form, but the brave noble Mind, 
That makes us worthy to be call'd Mankind. 
He lett a Conqueſt that the Duke had gain'd, 
A greater Blemiſh England ne'er ſuſtain'd. 

No more of that, let's ileep out all the Reſt, 
For Silence in this caſe 1s ſafe and beſt. 

He's Cofferer now, in great Eſteem and grace, 
But Sledge and 7yburn 1s his proper place. 


Our late Secretary fell into Diſgrace 
And Ignoramus (tept into his place. 
By our great Fil:-Reyal he had his Fall, 
She that comumands the Court, the Devil and all, 
To us who know theſe things, 'ts no great wonder, 
For Court and Devil neer hve far aſunder. 
She that to th' Eye of State is ſuch a film, 
Who fits in Pomp to guide and ſteer the Helm, 
And will in time the tall Ship over-wheim. 
The Fool of Honour, like a nimble Eel, 
Has wriggled through the Mud to Fortune's wheel, 
Slipt into Place improperly by Fate, 
Whole Parts were ne'er cut out to ſerve the State, 
But fawning well on Madam did the feat, 
She's a great Bubble to a cringing Cheat. q 
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© One thing I wonder at, and ſhall do ſtill, 

To ſee a Fool at wiſe Achitophel. 

Could Booby think you'd e'er be in a Plot, 
Whoſe ſtock of Brains would lye upon a Groat, 
But that was not his but the King's great Fault, 
Had he for Murders hang'd him, in all reaſon 
We may believe he'd ne'er committed Treaſon. 
Thou weak Achitophel, to undertake 

By thy wiſe Counſels a falſe King to make. 

But thou and Ab/alom thy weaker Friend, 

Your damn'd Ambition now 1s at an end; 

Go, gee thy Living with thy old Man Thomas, 
That luſty Drudge will prove thy beſt Aandamas. 


Now for a She-Buffoon, who, as *is ſaid, 
Crawi'd into th' World, without a Maiden-head ; 
{is moſt ſure *twas never had by Man, 
Nor can ſhe ſay where it was loſt or when, 
We muſt conclude ſhe never had one then. 
Her Mother griev'd in muddy Ale and Sack, 
Tothink her Child ſhould ever prove a Crack; 
When ſhe was drunk ſhe always tell aſlzep, 
And when full Adaudlin then the Whore would weep. 
Her Tears were Brandy, Mwndungus her Breath, 
Bawd was her Life, and Common ſhore her Death. 
To ſee the Daughter mourn for ſuch a Beaft, 
k like her Life, which make up but one Jeſt, c 
Of all her Jokes chis Mourning is the beſt. 
As Jews, deſcended from the High-Prieſts Race, 
Were thought the fitteſt ro ſupply that place, 
Þ ſhe beſt ſatisfies luſttul Amours, 
Whoſe Line from Adam have been Bawds and Whores, 


Now will I ſpeak of all choſe fooliſh Duns, 


Who cruſt the Gorbs, the Vandals, and the Hwns. 
Such 
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Such as do run on every Tradeſman's Score, 
Nay baſely tick with every little Whore, 
And till tick on, till they can tick no more. 
When Dun comes each Man asks what he'd be at, 


And ſwears and rants at the old Vandal rate, 
Then pays his Score oft with a broken Pate. 

Bilks the poor Coach man, wretched Link-boy Cheats, 
And brags next day of his Heroick Feats. 

Such mean baſe things the Goatiſh Gentry do, 

The Engliſh keep their Fame and Honour too. 
Moſt highly ſcandalous are all the reſt, 

And proud, gay Fool and Fop includes the beſt. 
All Golden Out {1des with falſe Tinſel Hearts, 
They only make a ſhew of worthy Parts; 

The Name of Gentleman's grown odious now, 

It 1s become great Honour's Overthrow, 

Full as reproachful ro the Men we find, | 
As Common Whore is to all Womankind. 

Here the whole Race of Gentry hes at ſtake; 

The gwltleſs ſuffers tor the guilty's ſake. 

Pity it is that Mzn of noble Fame, 

Should loſe their Honour merely for the Name. 

*Caule Tom's a Knave, mult every Tom be lo. 

Muſt we, Draw-Can-Sir like, {lay Friend and Foe, ] 
No general Rule without Exception 15, 
Thole few unblemiſhe are not meant in this. 
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H E Favosrers of the Hind and 
Panther will be apt to ſay in its 
Defence, That the beſt things 
are capable of being turn'd to 
Ridicule; that Homer has been Burleſqu'd, 
and Virgil Traveſted without ſuffering any 
thing in their Reputation from that Buf- 
foonry ; and that in like manner, the Hind 
«nd the Panther may be an Exait Poem, 
though "tus the Subjett of our Raillery : But 
there is this difſerence, That thoſe Authors 
are wreſtled from their true Senſe, and 
This naturally falls into Ridicale ; there is 
nothing Repreſented here as monſtrous and 
unnatural, which is not equally ſo in the 
Original. Firſt as to the General Deſian, 
Is it not as eaſy to imagine two Mice 6i{k- 
ing Coachmen, and ſupping at the D-vil, 
& to ſuppoſe a Hind entertaining the Pan- 
ther at « Hermit's Cell, d:/cuſing rhe 
greateſt Myſteries of Religion, and telling 
you. her Son Rodriguez writ wery good 
Waniſh ? What can be more improbable and 
2 COMET A- 
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contradiftory to the Rules and Examples 
of all Fables, and to the wery deſian and 
uſe of them? They were firſt begun and 
raiſed to the higheſt Perfeftion in the 
Ealtern Countries, where they wrote in 
Signs, and ſpoke in Parables, ani deliver. 
ed th: moſt aſeful Precepts in delightful 
Stories ; which for their Aptneſs were en- 
tertaining to the moſt Judicious , and led 
the Vulzar into under ſtanding by ſurprizing 
them with their Novelty, and fixing their 
Attention. - All their Fables carry a double 
meaning , the Story is one and intite; 
the Charatters the ſame throughout , wt 
broken or chang'd, and always conformabl: 
to the Nature of the Creatares they -intre- 
auce. They never t:Ul you that the Doo 
which [napt at a Shadow, loſt his Troop 
of Horſe, That would be unintelligible;"s 
piece of Fleſh is proper for him to ar, 
and the Reader will apply it to Mankind; 
they would not ſay that the Daw, who ns 
Jo proud of her borrow d Plumes, lookt wt 
ry ridiculous" when Rodriguez, came an 
took away all the Book but the 17th, 24th, 
and 25th Chapters, mhich ſhe ftole from 
him : But this is his new way of telling « 
Story, and confoundin? the Moral and tht 
Fable together. | 
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Before the Word was written, ſaid the 
Hind, 
Our - Saviour Preacht the Faith to a!l 


Mankind. 


What relation has the Hind to cur Sa- 
viour ? Or what notion have we of a Pan- 
thers Bible ? If you ſay he means the 
Charch, how does the Church fced on Lawns, 
or range in the Foreſt? Let ir be always 
s Church, or always the cl:wen footed 
Beaſt , for we cannot bear his ſhifting 
the Scene every I ine. If it is abſurd in 
Comeaies to make a Peaſant talk in the 
ſtrain of a Hero, or a Country Werch uſe 
the Language of the Court ; how monſtrous 
js it to make 4 Prieſt of a Hina, ana a 
Parſon of a Panther ? To bring 'em in 
aſputing with all ihe Formalities and Terms 
of the School? Though as to the Argu- 
ments themſelves, thoſe, we confeſs, are 
ſuited to the Capacity of the Beaſts, and if 
we would ſuppoſe a Hind expreſſiz2 hev 
ſelf about theſe Matters, ſhe wonld talk at 
that Rate. 

As to the Abſurdity of his F xpreſſons , 
there is nothing wreſted to make 'em ridi- 
eulous, the terms are ſometimes alter'd to 
make the Blunder more viſible; Knows 
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ledge miſunderſtood i zot at all. better 
ſenſe than Underſtanding miſunderſtood, 
though 'tis confeſt the Author can play with 
words ſo well, that this and twenty ſuch wil 
paſs off at 4 flight reading. 
There are other miſtakes which could not 
be brought in, for they were too groſs for 
Bayes himſelf ro commit. "Tis hard to 
conceive how any Man could cenſure the 
Turks for Gluttony ; a People that debauth 
in Coffee, are voluptuous in a meſs of 
Rice, and keep the [trifteſt Lent, without 
the Pleaſures of a Carnival to entourye 
them. But 'tis almoſt impoſſible to think 
that any Man who had not renounced his 
Senſes, ſhould read Duncomb for Allen: 
Di&rence He had been told that My. Allen had nyit- 
berwixt 2 ze a Diſcourſe of Humility; to which ht 
"nd rect. Wiſely anſwers, That that magnified Piece 
2:an,p.62. of Duncomb's was Tranſlated from the 
Spaniſh of Rodriguez; and ro ſet it ber- 
Page 92, yond diſpute, makes the i;fallible Guide 
| affirm the ſame thing. There are fen 
miſtakes, but one may imagine how a Mat 
fel into them, and at leaſt what he aim 
at; but what likeneſs is there between 
Puncoinb ad Allen? do they ſo much a 
Rhime®? 
We may have this comfort under the 
ſeverity of his Satyr, to ſee his Abilities 
| | equally 
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equally leſſen d with his Opinion of us; ant 
that he could not be a fit Champion againſt 
the Panther rifl he had laid aſide all his 
Judgments But we miſt applaud his Ove- 


dience to his new Mother Hind ; ſbe Dil- Page go. 


ciplin'd him ſeverely, ſhe commanded him, 
it ſeems , to Sacrifice his darling Fame, 
and to ao it effetually he publifht this 
learned Piece. 1 his is the favourable Corr 
froction we would put on his Faults, though 
he takes care 10 inform us, that it was aone 


from ao Impoſit ion, but out of @ natural Pref. 


Propen/it y he has ta Alalice, aud 4 partt- 
ular Inclination of doing Miſchief. What 


elſe could provoke him to Libel the Court, page 5 ;. 


Blaſpheme Kings, abuſe the whole Scotch 
Nation , 74/1 ot the greatcſt Part of his 
oww, aud log all the Indirnutics imaginable 
en the only Eftabliipd Rel:izion ? dia me 
muſt now Congratulate him this Felicity , 
That there is no Seit cr Denomination of 
Chriſtians, whom he has not abuſed. 

T hus far his Arms have with Succeſs 
been crown d. 

Let Turks, Jews, and Infidels fork 20 
themſelves, he has already begun the ar 
upon them. When once a Conqueror eros 
thus dreadful, 'tis the Interejt of ail h:s 
Neighbours to oppoſe him, for there ts #0 
Alljance to be made with one that wiil face 
F > AOUT, 
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about, and deſtroy his Friends, and like ; 
ſecond Almanzor , change ſides meerly to 
keep his hand in ure. This Heroick Tem- 
per of his, has created him ſome Enemies, 
that did by no means affett Hoſlility ; and 
he may obſerve this Candor in the Ms 
nagement, that none of his Works are con- 
cern'd in theſe Papers, but his laſt Piece; 
and I believe he is ſenſible this is a f« 
vour. I was not ambitious of I aughing 
at any Perſuaſion, or making Religion the 
Subjet# of ſuch a Trifle; ſo that no man 
is here concerned, but the Author himſelf, 
and nothing ridicul'd but his way of argu- 


in 


you muſt grant my Excuſe is more v6 
ſonable than our Author's to the Diſſen- 


FEY Ss 


But, Gentlemen, if you won't take it ſq, | 
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To the Story of the Country and the 
City-Mouyſe. 


Bayes, Johnſon , Smith. 


Fobn(on, 
AH! my old friend Mr. Bayes , 
what lucky chance has thrown me 
upon you ? Dear Rogue, let me 
embrace thee. 
Bayes, Hold, at your peril, Sir, ſtand off 
and come not within my Sword's point, for 
if you are not come over to the Royal Party, I Pref. p. rt. 
expect neither fair War , nor fair Quarter from 


Jon, 
'F on. 


74 
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Tobnſ. How, draw upon your friend! and 
aſſault your old Acquaintance ! O' my «©. 
ſcience my intentions were Honourable. 

Bayes. Conſcience| Ay, ay, I know the de. 
ceit of that word well enough ; let me have 
the marks of your Conſcience before I truſt it, 
for if it be not of the ſame ſtamp with mine, 
Gad I may be knock? down for all your fair 
promiſes. 

Smith. Nay , prithee Bayes, what damn'd 
Villany haſt thou been about, that thou'rt un- 
der theſe apprehenſions ? Upon my Honour 
I'm thy friend ; yet thou lookeſt as ſneaking 
and frighted as a Dog that has been worry. 
ing Sheep. 

Bayes. Ay Sir, The Nation # in too bigh 
ferment for me to expett any mercy, or I'gad, to 
truſt any body. 

Smith. But why this to us, my old Friend, 
who you know never trouble our heads with 
National concerns till the third Bottle has 
taught us as much of Politicks, as the next 
does of Religion ? 

Bayes. Ah Gentlemen, leave this prophane- 
neſs, I am alter d fince you faw me, and 
cannot bear this looſe talk now 5 Mr. 7cbn- 

ſon, you are a Man of Parts, let me deſire 
you to read the Guide of Controverſy 3 and 
Mr. Smith, T would recommend to you the 
Confrderations on the Council of Trem 53 and lo 
Gentlemen your humble Servant.- Good 
life be now my Task. 

Tobn/. Nay Faith, we wont part ſo: be- 


' lieve us,we are both your Friends; let us ſtep 
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to the Roſe for one quarter of an hour, and 
talk over old Stories. 

Bayes, 1 ever took you to be men of Ho- 
nour, and for your fakes I will tranſpgreſs as 
far as one Pint. 

Tobnſ. Well, Mr. Boyes, many a merry 
bout have we had in this Houſe, and ſhall 
have again, I hope: Come, what Wine are 
you for? 

Bayes. Gentlemen, do you as you pleaſe, 
for my part he ſhall bring me a ſinzle Pint 
of any thing. 

Smith, How ſo, Mr. B:ze;, have you loft 
your Pallat ? you have bzen more curious. 

Bayes. True, T have fo, but Serſes muſt be 
farv'd, that the Seu; may be gratifid, Men Page 21. 
of your Kidney make the Serfes the Supreme 
Jugs and therefore bribe *em high; but we 

ave laid both the uſe and pleaſure of 'em 
aſide. 

Smich. What, 15 not there good cating and 
drinking on both ſides? you make the ſepa- 
ration greater than I thought it. 

Bayes. No, no, whenever you ſee a fat 144. 
Roſy-co!lour'd F'llow, take it from me, he 
is either a Proteſtant, or a Turk. 

Tchn/. At that rate, Mr. Bazes, one might 
ſuſpe& your Converſion ; methinks thou halt 
as much the face of an Hererick as ever I 
ſaw. 

Bayes. Such was I, ſuch by nature [{i!! I am. Page 5. 
But I hope ere long I ſhall have drawn this 
pamper'd Paunch fitter for the ftrai: Gate. 


Smith, 


—W— __—— 


76 


The Hind and 


Smith. Sure, Sir, you are in ill hands, you; 
Confeſlor gives you more ſevere Rules than 
he practices; for not long ago a Fat Frier was 
thought a true Charatter. 

Bayes. Things were miſrepreſented to me : 
I confeſs I have been unfortunate in ſome 
of my Writings: but ſince you have put me 
upon that Subjet, PIll ſhow you a thing ] 
have in my Pocket ſhall wipe off all that, or 
I am miſtaken. 

Smith, Come, now thou art like thy ſelf 
again. Here's the King's Health to thee—— 
ommunicate. 
ayes, Well, Gentlemen, here it is, and 
. be bold to ſay, the exacteſt Piece the 
farld ever ſaw , a Non Pareillo I faith. But 
Vmuſt beſpeak your pardons if it refleds any 
thing upon your Perſuaſion. 

Fohn{. Uſe your Liberty , Sir, you know 
we are no Brgots. 

Bayes. Why then you ſhall ſee me lay the 
Reformation on its back, -T'ead, and juſtify our 
Religion by way of Fable. 

Tobn{. An apt contrivance indeed ! what, 
do you make a Fable of your Religion? 

Bayes, Ay Tgad, and without Moral: too; 
for I tread in no mans ſteps; and to ſhow 
you how far I can out-do any thing that ever 
was writ in this kind, I have taken Horace's 
deſign, but T'gad, have ſo out-done him, 
you ſhall be aſham'd for your o/d Friend, 
You remember in him the Story of the Coun- 
try-Mouſe, and the City- Mouſe ; what a plain 
ſimple thing it is, it has no more Life and 
Spirit 
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Spirit in it, T'gad, than a Hobby-horſe; and 
his Mice talk fo meanly, ſuch common ſtuff, 
ſo like meer Mice, that I wonder it has pleas'd 
the World fo long. But now will I unde- 
ceive Mankind, and teach 'em to heighten, and 
elevate a Fable, I'll bring you in the very 
ſame Mice diſputing the depth of Philo/ophy , 
ſearching into the Fundamentals of Religion, 
quoting Texts, Fathers, Councils , and all that, 
Fgad, as you ſhall fee either of 'em could 
eaſily make an Afs of a Country Vicar. Now 
whereas Horace keeps to the dry naked Story, 
I have more copiouſneſs than to do that , 
I'gad. Here I draw you general Charatters, 
and deſcribe all the Beaſts of the Creation ; 
there, I launch our into long Digreſſions, and 
leave my Mice for twenty Pages together ; 
then I fall into Raptwres, and make the fineſt 
Soliloquies, as would raviſh you. Won't this 
do, think you? 

Fobnſ. Faith, Sir, I don't well conceive 
you ; All chis about two Mice ? 

Bayes. Ay, why not? is it not Great and 
Heroical * But come , you'll underſtand ic 
better when you hear it; and pray be as ſe- 
vere as you can, T'gad I dety all Crick, 
Thus it begins. 


A milk-white Mouſe mmmortal and un- Page r, 


chang d, 
Fed on ſoft Cheeſe, and o're the Dairy rang'd; 
IWithout, un{potted 5 innocent within, 
She fear'd no danger, for ſhe knew no Ginn. 
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The Hind and 
Tobnſ. Methinks, Mr. Bayes, ſoft Cheeſe 


35 a little too coarſe Diet for an immortal 
Mouſe ; were there any necelſlity for her eat- 
ing, you ſhould have conſulted Homer for 
{ome Celeſtial Prowiſuon. 

Bayes. Faith, Gentlemen, I did ſo; but 
indeed I have not the Latin one , which I 
have mark'd by me, and could not readily 
find it in the Original. 


Yet had She oft been {car'd by bloody Claws 

Of winged Owls, and {tern Grimalkins Paws 

Aim'd at her deſtin'd Head , which made 
her ft, 

Tho She was doom'd to Death, and fated nit 
to dye. 


Smith. How came She that fear'd no dan- 
ger in the line before, to be ſcar'd in this, 
Mr. Bayes? 

Bayes. Why then you may have it chard if 
you will; for I hope a Man may run away 
without being afraid ; mayn't he ? 

7ohnſ. But pray give me leave; how was 
She doom'd ro Death, if She was fated not to 
dye; are not doom and fate, much the ſame 
thing ? 

DAJes. Nay Gentlemen, if you queſtion my 
Skill in the Language, I'm your humble Ser- 
vant; the Rogucs the Criuicks, that will allow 
me nothing elſe, give me that; ſure I chat 
made the Word, know beſt what I meant 
by it: TI allure you, doom'd and fated , are 
quite ditterent things, 

Smith, 
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Smith. Faith, Mr. Bayes, if you were 
hom'd to be hang'd, whatever you were fa- 
ed to, *twould give you but ſmall comfort. 

Bayes. Never trouble your head with that, 
Mr. Smith , mind the buſinels in hand. 


Not ſo her young; their Linſy-woolfſy Line, Page 2: 


Was Hero's make, half Humane, half Divine, 


Smith. Cer tainly theſe Hero's, half Humane, 
balf Divine , have very little of the Mov/e 
their Mother. 

Bayes. Gadſokers! Mr. Johnſon, does your 
Friend think I mean nothing but a Mouſe , 
by all this? I tell thee, Man, I mean a 
Church , and theſe young Gentlemen her 
Sons, ſignify Prieſts, Martyrs , and Confeſſors, 
that were hang'd in Oat's Plot, There's an 
excellent Latmm Sentence, which I had a mind 
to bring in, Sanguis Martyrum [emen Eccleſia, 
and I think I have not wrong'd it in the 
Tranſlation. 


Of theſe a flaughter'd Army lay in Blood, 


Whoſe ſanguine Seed encreas'd the ſacred Brood; Page 2. 


She multupl''d by theſe, now rang'd alone, 


find wander d in the Kingdoms once her own. Page 3 


Smith. Was ſhe alone when the ſacred Brood 
was encreaſed? 

Bayes. Why thy Head's running on the 
Mouſe again ; but I hope a Church may be 


alone, though the Members be encrea/ed, mayn't 
it . 


Tohn!, 


80 


Page 3. 


The Hind and 


Fobnſ. Certainly » Mr. Bayes, a Church, 
which is a diffuſive Body of Men, can much 
leſs be ſaid to be alone. 

Bayes. But are you really of that Opinion? 
Take it from me, Mr. Johnſom, you are 
wrong; however to oblige you, I'll clap in 
ſome Simile or other, about the Children of 
T'rae!, and it ſhall do. 

Smith. Will you pardon me one word 
more, Mr. Bayes? What could the 2ou/e (for 
IT ſuppoſe you mean her now) do more than 
range 1n the Kingdoms, when they were her 
own ? 

Bayes. Do, why She reign'd; had a Dia 
dem, Scepter, and Ball, till they depos'd her. 

Smith. Now her Sons are fo encreas'd, She 
may try t'other pull for'r. 

Bayes. T'gad, and fo She may before TI have 
done with Her; it has coſt me ſome pains 
to clear Her Title. Well, but Mum for that, 
Mr. Smith. 


The common Hunt, She timorouſly paſt by, 

For they made tame, di/dam'd Her company; 

They grin'd, She in a fright tripr o're the 
Green, 

For She was ov, where-ever She was ſcen. 


TJoby{, Well ſaid little Bayes, Tfaith the 
Cricick muſt have a great deal of leaſure, 
that actacks thoſe Verlcs. 

Bejes. Tgad, I Il warrant him who e're he 
15, off endet Jolido; but I gO ON, 
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The Independent Beaſt. 


Smith. Who is that, Mr. Bayes? 
Bayes. Why a Bear: Pox, is no: that ob- 
vious enough? 


w— In groans Her hate expreſt. 


Which T'gad, is very natural to that Animz!. 
Well! there's for the Independent: Now the 
Quaker ; what do you think I call him? 

Smith: Why,” A Bul,, for ought I know. 

Bayes. A Bull! O Lord! A Bull! no, no, 
a Hare, a quaking Hare. Armarillis , be- 
cauſe She wears Armour, *tis the ſanie Figure ; 
and F am proud to ſay it, Mr. fobn/on, no 
Man knows how to pun in Heroics but my 
felf. Well, you ſhall hear; 


She thought, and reaſon good, the quzakiry 
Hare 

Her cruel Foe, becauſe She would not [wear, 

And had profeſs d Neutrality. 


Fobn/. A ſhrew'd Reaſon that, Mr. Bayes; 
but what Wars were there? 

Bayes. Wars! why there had been bloody 
Wars, though they wete pretty well recon- 
eil'd now. Yet to bring in ewo or three ſuch 
fine things as theſe, I don't tell you the Ly- 
on's Peace was proclaim'd till fifry Pages af- 
ter, though 'twas really done before I had 
finiſh'd my Poem. 
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Next Her, the Buffoon Ape his body bent, 
And paid at Church a Courtier's Complement, 


That Gauls ſomewhere ; Pgad I can't 
leave it off, though I were cudgel'd every 
day for it. 


The briſ”d Baptiſt Boar, impure as be. 


Smith, As who? 

Bayes, As the Courtter, let *em e'en: take it 
as they will, Pgad, I ſeldom come amongſt 
'em. 


Was whiten'd with the Foam of Santtity. 

The Wolf with Belly-gaunt bis rough Creſt rears, 

And pricks up Now in one word 
will I abuſe the whole Party moſt damna- 
bly and pricks up Fead, I am 
fure you'll Laugh bis predeſtinating Ears, 
Prethee, Mr. Fohn/on, remember little Bayes, 
when next you fee a Presbyterian, and take 
notice if he has not Predeſtination in the ſhape 
of his Ear: I have ſtudied Men fo long, Il | 
undertake to know an Arminian, by the ſet- 
ting of his Wig. 

His predeſtinating Ears. T'ead there's ne're 
a Presbyterian ſhall dare to ſhow his Head 
without a Border: I'll put 'em to that ex- 
Pence. 

Smith. Pray, Mr. Bayes , if any of 'em 
ſhould come over to the Reyal Party , would 
their Ears alter ? 


Bayes, 
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Bayes, Would they ? Ay, T'gad, they would 
ſhed their Fanatical Lugs, and have juſt ſuch 
well-turn'd Ears as I have; mind this Ear, 
this is a true Roman Ear, mine are much 
chang'd for the better within this two years. 

Smith, Then if ever the Party ſhould chance 
to fail, you might loſe 'em, for what may 
change, may fall. 

Bayes. Mind, mind —— 


Theſe fiery Zruinglius, meagre Calvin bred. 


Smith. Thoſe T ſuppoſe are ſome Out- 
landiſh Beaſts, Mr. Bayes. 

Bayes. Beaſts, a good Miſtake ! Why they 
were the chief Reformers, but here I put 'em 
in ſo bad Company becauſe they were Ene- 
mies to my Mouſe, and anon when I am 


warm'd, T'gad you ſhall hear me call 'em Po Pare 39; 


Fors, Captems, Horſes, and Horſemen, in the 
very ſame Breath. You ſhall hear how I go 
on now, 


Or elſe reforming Corab ſpawn'd this Cla{s, Pars : 1 


hen opening Earth made way for all to paſs. 


Fohbn/. For all, Mr. Bayes? 

Bayes. Yes, They were all loſt there, but 
ſome of *em were thrown up again at the 
Leman-Lake: as a Catholick Queen ſunk ar 
Charing-Croſs, and role again at Queerhithe. 


The Fox and he came ſhuffled in the dark, Page 1, 


If ever they were ſtow'd m Noah's Ark. 
G 2 Here 
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Here I put a Quzre, Whether there were 


any Socinians before the Flood, which I'm not 
very well ſatisfied in? I have been lately apt 
to believe that the- World was drown'd for 
that Hereſy; which: among Friends made me 
leave it. 


Quickned with Fire below , theſe Monſters 
breed 
In Fenny Holland, and in Fruitful Tweed. 


Now to write ſomething new and out of the 
way, to elevate and ſurprize, and all that, I 
ferch, you ſee, this Quickring Fire from the 
Bottom of Boggs and Rivers. 

Jobnſ. Why, Faith, that's as ingenious a 
Contrivance as the Yirtuoſo's making. a Burn- 
ing-Glaſs of Ice. 

Bayes. Why was there ever any fuch'thing? 
Let me perith if ever I heard of ic. The 
Fancy was ſheer new to me; and-I thought 
no Man had reconcil'd thoſe Elements but 
my felf, Well Gentlemen ! Thus far I 
have followed Antiquity , and as Homer has 
numbred his Ships, fo I have rang'd my 
Beaſts. Here is my Boar, and my Bear, and 
my Fox, and my Welf, and the reſt of 'em 
all againſt my poor Meor/e. Now what do 
you think I do with all theſe ? 

Smith. Faith I don't know, I ſuppoſe you 
make *em fight. 

. Bayes, Fight! T'gad I'd as ſoon make *em 
Dance. No, I do no earthly thing with 
'em, nothing at all, T'gad; I think wan 

ve 
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have plai'd their Parts ſufficiently already; I 
have walk'd *'em out, ſhow'd 'em to the 
Company , and raisd your Expectation. 
And now whilſt you hope to ſee 'em bated, 
and are dreaming of Blood and Battles , 
they ſculk off, and you hear no more of 
'em. 

Smith. Why, Faith, Mr. Bayes, now you 
bave been at ſuch expence in ſetting forth 
their Characters, it had been too much to 
have gone through with 'em. 

Bayes. T'gad fo it had: And then Ill tell 
you another thing, *tis not every one that 
reads a Poem through. And therefore I fill 
the firſt part with Flowers, Figures, Fine- 
Language, and all that; and then T'gad 
ſink by degrees, till at laſt I write bur: little 
better than other People. And whereas 
moſt Authors creep ſcrvilely after the Old Fel- 
lows, and ſtrive to grow upon their Rea- 
ders ; I take another Courſe, I bring in all 
my Characters together , and let 'em ſee 
I could go on with 'em 5; but T'gad, I 
wo'nt. 

7obnſ. Could go on with 'em, Mr. Bayes ! 
there's no Body doubts that; You have a 
molt particular Genius that way. 

Bayes. Oh! Dear Sir, You arc migity 
obliging: But I muſt needs fay at a Fall: or 
an Emblem 1 think no Man comes near me, 
indecd I have ſtudied it more than any Man. 
Did you ever take notice , Mr. John/on, of a 
little thing that has taken mightily about 
Town, a Cat with a Top-knot ? 
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Toby.” Faith, Sir, 'tis mighty pretty, I ſaw 
it at the Coffee-houle. 

Bajes, "Tis a Trifle hardly worth owning; 
IT was t'other Day at Wis throwing out 
ſomething of that Nature ; and Tegad, the 
hint was taken, and out came that Picture; 
indeed the poor Fellow was fo civil to 
preſent me with a dozen of *em for my 
Friends, I think I have one here in my 
Pocket ; would you pleaſe to accept it Mr. 
"Fohmſon © | 

Fobn/. Really 'tis very ingenious. 

Bayes. Oh Lord! Nothing at all, I could 
deſign twenty of '*em in an Hour, if I had 
but witty Fellows about me to draw 'em. I 
was proffer'd a Penſion to go into Heland, 
and contrive their Emblems. But hang 'em, 
they are dull Rogues, and would ſpoil my 
Invention. But come, Gentlemen , let us 
return to our Buſineſs, and here I'll give you 
a delicate deſcription of a Man. 

Smith, But how does that come in ? 

Bayes. Come in? very naturally, T was 
talking of a Wolf, and that ſanpoles a 
Wood, and then I clap an Epithet to't, and 
call it a Celtick Wood : Now when I was 
there , I could not help thinking of the 
French Perſecution , and T'gad from all theſe 
Fhoughts I rook occaſion to rail at the 
French King , and ſhow that he was not of 
the ſame make with other Men, which thus 
] prove. h 
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The Divine Blackſmith i tb A4by/s of Page 15. 


Light, 

Yawning and lolling with a carele/s beat, 

Struck out the mute Creation at a Heat. 

But he work'd hard to Hammer out our 
Souls, 

He blew the Bellows, and ſtir'd up the 
Coals ; 

Long time he thought, and could not on a 
ſudden 


Knead up with unskim'd AMil% this Reas'nins p,os 16, 
£ 'T 


Pudding : 
Tender and mild within its Pag it lay, * 
Confeſſmg [till the [oftme[s of its Cly 4 
And kind as Milk-Maids on her Wed- \ 
ding- day. 
Till Pride cf Empire, Luſt, and hot Deſire 
Did over-boil him, like too great a Fire, 
And underſtanding grown, milmndayſfccd, 
Burn'd him to th' Pot, and ſour'd his 
curdled Blood. 


Johnſ, But ſure this is a little prophane , 
Mr. Bayes. 

Bayes. Not at all: do's not Firg// bring in 
his God LVulcan working at the rw? 

Fohnſ. Ay Sir, but never thought his Hands 
the fitteſt ro make a Pudding. 

Bajzes, Why do you imagine [lim an Earth- 
ly dirty Blackſmith ? 'Gad you make 1t Pio- 
phane indeed. I'll tell you there's as much 
difference berwixt 'em, I gad as berwixe my 
Man and A1iton's. Bur now, Gznt.cmen, 
G 4 FC 
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Page 23. 
Page 22, 
Page 84. 


The Hind and 


the Plot thickens , here comes my t'other 
Mouſe, the City-Mouſe. 


A ſpotted Mouſe , the pretticſt next the 
White, 

Ah! were her Spots waſh'd out, as pretty 
quite , 

With Phylaferies on her Forehead ſpread, 

Crozier in Hand, and Mitre on her Head. 

Three Steeples Argent on her Sable Shield, 

Liv'd in the Citz, and diſdain'd the Field. 


Fohn/. This is a glorious Mouſe indeed! but 
as you have dreſs'd her, we do'nt know 
whether ſhe be Few, Papiſt, or Proteſtant. 

Bayes. Let me embrace you, Mr. Fohnſon, 
for that; you take it right. She is a meer 
Babel of Religions, and therefore ſhe's a (ported 
Mouſe here, and will be a Mule preſently. 
But to go on. | 


This P rice(s — 


Smith, What Princeſs, Mr. Bayes ? 

Bayes. Why this Mouj/e, for I forgot to tell 
you, an Old Lyjon made a Left Hand Mar- 
riage with her Mother, and begot - her Body 
Elizabeth Schiſm , who was married to Tims- 
thy Sacriledge , and had Iflue Graceleſs He- 
re/y. Who all give the ſame Coat with their 
Mother, Three Steeples Argent, as I told you 
before. 


This 
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«This Princeſs, tho efrang'd from what was 
bef 
Was aft Deformd, becauſe Reformi d the leaſt. Page 23, 


There's De and Re as good T'gad as ever was. 


She in a Maſquerade of Mirth and Love, Page 22, 
Miſtook the Bliſs of Heaven for Bacchinals 
above, 
And grub'd the Thorns beneath our tender 
Feet, 
To make the Paths of Paradiſe more ſweet. 


There's a Jolly Mouſe for you, let me ſee 
any Body elſe that can ſhew you ſuch ano- 
ther. Here now have I one damnable ſevere 
reflecting Line, but I want a Rhime to it, 
can you help me Mr. ohbn/on * 


She —— 

Humbly content to be deſpis'd at Home, 

Fobn. Which is too narrow Infamy for 
ſome. 


Bayes. Sir, I thank you, now I can go on 
with it, 


Whoſe Merits are diffus'd from Pole to Pole, Page 63, 
Where Winds can carry, and where Waves can | 
fowl. 


John. But does not this refle&t upon ſome 
of your Friends, Mr. Bays ? 


Bayes. 
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Bayes. *Tis no matter for that, let me alone 
to bring my ſelf off. I'll cell you, lately 1 
writ a damn'd Libel on a whole Party, ſheer 
Point and Satyr all through, T'gad. Call'd 
*em Rogues, Dogs, and all the Names I could 
think of, but with an exceeding deal of Wit ; 
that I muſt needs ſay. Now 1t happen'd be- 
fore I could finiſh this Piece, the Scheme of 
Aﬀairs was altered, and thoſe People were 
no longer Beafts : Here was a Plunge now: 
Should I loſe my Labour, or Libel my 
Friend ? *Tis not every Body's Talent to 
find a Salvo for this : But what do me I but 
write a ſmooth delicate Preface , wherein I 
tell chem , that the Satyr Was NG intended ty 
them, and this did the Buſineſs. 

Smith. But if it was not intended to them 
againſt whom it was writ, certainly it had no 
meaning at all. 

Bayes, Poh ! There's the Trick on't. Poor 
Fools, they took it, and were ſatisfied : And 
yet it maul'd 'em damnably Pad. 

Smith, Why Faith, Mr. Bays, there's this 
very Contrivance 1n the Preface to Dear Joys 
Teſts, 

Bayes. What a Devil do you think that I'd 
ſteal from ſuch an Author ? Or ever read 
it £ 

Smith, I can't tell, but you ſometimes read 
as bad. I have heard you quote Reynard the 
Fox. 

Bajes, Why there's it now; take it from 
me, Mr. S$m4b, there is as good Aforality, and 
as found Precepts , in the delecFable Hiſtory of 
Reynard 


——_—.. 


a 
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Renard the Fox, as in any Book I know, ex- 
cept Seneca. Pray tell me where in any other 
Author could I have found fo pretty a Name 
for a Wolf as I/prim ? But prichee, Mr. Smith, 
give ME NO More trouble, and let me go on 
with my Mouſe. 


One Evening , when ſhe went away from Page 254 


Court. 
Levee's and Conchee's paſt without reſort. 


There's Court Language for you ; nothing 
zives a Verſe fo fine a curn,as an Air of good 
Breeding. 

Smith. But methinks the Lewee's and Cou- 
dee's of a Mouſe are too preat , eſpecially 
when ſhe is walking from Court to the cooler 
Shades, 

Bayes. Tgad now have you forgot what I 
wd you, that ſhe was a Princeſs. But pray 
mind; here the two Mice meer. 


She met the Country Mouſe, whoſe fearful Page 16. 


Face 
Bebell from far the common watering Place, 
Nor durſt approach 


Smith. Methinks, Mr. Bayes, this Mouſe is 
I ſtrangely alter'd, ſince ſhe fear'd no Danger. 

Bays. Godſookers ! Why no more ſhe does 
not Yet fear either Man or Beaſt : Bur, poor 
Creature, ſhe's afraid of the Water, for ſhe 
could not ſwim, as you ſce by this. 


Nor 


OI 
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Nor durſt approach, till with an awful Roar 
The Soveraign Lyon bad her fear no more, 


But beſides, *tis above thirty Pages off that ] 
cold you ſhe fear'd vo Danger ; and Tad if 
you will have no variation of the Charadeer, 
you muſt have the fame thing over and over 
again ; *tis the Beauty of Writing to ſtrike 
you ſtill with ſomething new. Well, but to 
procecd : 


But when ſhe had this ſweeteſt Mouſe i 
View, 
Good Lord, how ſhe admir d her Heaven, | 


Hiew ! 


Here now to ſhow you I am Maſter of all 
_ I let my ſelf down from the Majef 
of Virgil, to the Sweetneſs of Ovid. 


Good Lord, how ſhe admir'd her Heaven 


Hiew ! 


What more eaſy and familiar ! IT writ this 
Line for the Ladies : The little Rogucs wil 
be ſo fond of me to find I can yet be fo ter- 
der. I hate ſuch a rough unhew'n Fellow 
as Milton, that a Man muſt ſweat to read 
Him; I'gad you may run over this, and bt 
almoſt aſleep, 


Th 
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ad if 
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Th 


the Panther Tranfvers'd. 93 


Th' Immortal Mouſe who ſaw the Viceroy 
come 
So far to ſee Her, did invite her Home. 


There's a pretty Name now for the Spotted 
Mouſe, the Viceroy ! 
Smith. But pray why d'ye call her ſo ? 
Bayes. Why ! Becauſe it ſounds prettily : I'll 
all her the Crown-General preſently if I've a Page 58. 
mind to it. Well, 


_ — did invite her Home 
To ſmoak a Pipe, and o're a ſober Pot 
Diſcourſe of Oates and Bedloe, and the Plot. page 31. 
She made a Court'ſy, like a Civil Dame, 
And, being much g Gentlewoman, came. _ Page 32: 


Well, Gentlemen, here's my Firſt part fi- 
niſh'd, and I think I have kept my Word 
with you, and given it the Majeſtick turn of 
Heroick Poeſy. "The reſt being matter of Diſpute, 
[ bad not ſuch frequent occaſion for the magnifi- 
ence of Verſe, tho T'gad they ſpeak very well. 
And I have heard Men, and conſiderable Men 
too, talk the very ſame things, a great deal 
worſe. 

Joby, Nay, without doubt, Mr. Bayes, they 
have received no ſmall advantage from the 
ſmoothneſs of your numbers. 

Bayes. Ay, ay, I can do'r, if I liſt : Tho 
you muſt not think I have been ſo dull as to 
mind theſe things my ſelf, bur *tis the advan« 
tage of our Coffeehouſe, that from their calk 
one 
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one may write a very good polemical Dif. 
courſe, without ever troubling one's head 
with the Books of Contrower/y. For I can 
take the ſlighteſt of their Arguments, and 
clap *em percly into four Verſes, which ſhall 
ſtare any London Divine in the face. Indeed 
your knotty Reaſonings with a long train of 
Majors and Minors, and the Devil and all, are 
too barbarous for my ſtyle 5 but T'gad I can 
flouriſh better with one of theſe twinkling 
Arguments , than the beſt of 'em can fight 
with t'other. But we return to our Mey, 
and now F've brought 'em together, let em 
*en ſpeak for themſelves, which they will d 
extreamly well, or I'm miſtaken : And pray 
obſerve, Gentlemen, if in one you don't find 
all the delicacy of a luxurious City-Mouſe, 
and in the other all the plain ſimplicity of a 
ſober ſerious Matron, 


Dame, ſaid the Lady of the Spotted Muff, 
Methinks your Tiff is four, your Cares meer 


ſtuff. 
There, did not I tell you ſhe'd be nice? 
Your Pipe's fo foul, that I diſdain to 
ſmoak ; 


And the Weed worſe than e're Tom I—s: 
took, 


Smith. T did not hear ſhe had a Spotted 
Muff before. 


Bayes, 
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Bayes, Why no more ſhe has not now : 
Bur ſhe has a Skin that might make a Sporred 
Muff. There's a pretty Figure now, unknown 
to the Ancients. 


Leave, leave (Þ ſhe's earneſ® you ſee ) this + Porta 
hoary Shed, and lonely Hills, Loquirur, 
And eat with me at Groleau's , ſmoak at 
Will's. 
bs "a would nibble on a Hanging- 
ett, 
When at Pontack's he may Repale himſelf 2? 
Or to the Houſe of cleanly Rheniſh go ; 
Or that at Charing-Croſi, or that in Chan- 
nel-Row ? 


Do you mark me now , I would by this 
repreſent the vanity of a Town-Fop, who pre- 
tends to be acquainted at all thoſe good Hou- 
ſes, though perhaps he ne're was in 'em. But 
heark | ſhe goes on. 


Come, at a Crown a Head our ſelves we'll 
treat, 

Champain our Liquor, and Ragouſts our 
Mear. 

Then hand in hand we'll go to Court, dear 
Cuz, 

To vitit Biſhop Martin, and King Buz. 

With Evening Wheels we'll drive about the 
Park, 

Finiſh at Locke:t's, and reel home iti 
Dark. 


Break 
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Break clattering Windows , and demoliſh 
Doors, 
Of Engliſh Manufattures 


Tres. 


P 11nps , and 


Fobnſ: Methinks a Pimp or a Whore is an 


odd ſort of a Manufature, Mr. Bayes. 


Bayes. I call *em ſo, to give the Parhament 


a hint not to ſuffer ſo many of *em to be ex- | 
ported, to the decay of Trade at home. 


With theſe Allurements Spotted did invite | 


From Hermits Cell, the Female Proſelyte. 
Ob ! with what eaſe we follow ſuch a Guide, 
Where Souls are ftary'd, and Senſes gratif'd! 


Now would not you think ſhe's going ? ! 
but Pgad , you're miſtaken ; you: ſhall hear !? 
a long Argument about Infallibilicy, before 
ſhe ſtirs yer. 


But here the White, by obſervation wiſe, 

Who long on Heaven bad fixt her prying 
Eyes, 

With thoughtful Countenance , and grave 
Remark, 

Said , or my Judgment fails me, or 'tis 
dark, 

Leſt therefore we ſhould ſtray, and not go 
right, 

Through the brown horror of the ſtarlels 

_ Night. 

Haſt thou I»fallibility, that Wight ? 


$'ernl 
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liſh Sternly the Savage grin'd, and thus reply'd : 


That Mice may err, was never yet deny'd, 
and } That I deny, faid the immortal Dame, 
There is a Guide — gad T've forgot his Page 37. 


. Name, 
an Who lives in Heavens or Rome, the Lord 
knows where, 
ment Had we but him, Sweer-heart, we could 
| CX- not err. 


I But heark you, Siſter, this is but a Whim Spotted 

FT For ftill we want 4 Guide to find out Him. Mouſe 
ite Loquitar. 
| Here you ſee F don't trouble my ſelf to 

de, J keep on the Narration, but write white Speaks, 

4! Jo dapple Speaks, by the Side. But when I 

$ get any noble thought which I envy a Mouſe 

hold ſay, F clap it down in my own Per- 

hear J fon with a Poera Loquitur 5 which, take no- p,s 55 
fore F tice, is a ſurer ſign of a fine thing in my * * 
Writings, than a Hand in the Margent any- 

where elfe. Well now ſays White, 


ying What need we find Him, we have certain 
proof 

rave 3 That he is ſomewhere, Dame, and that's 
- enough : 

UF Forif there is a Guide that knows the way, 

| Although we know not him, we cannot 
ot go ſtray. 


arles Y That's true, T'gad : Well ſaid 7#hite. You 
ke her Adverſary has nothing to ſay for her 
ſelf, and therefore to confirm the ViRory, 
ſhe ſhall make a Simile. 

'ernl FI Smith. 
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Smith, Why then I find Similes are as 00d 


after Victory, as after aSurprize. 


Bayes, Every Jot , Fgad , or rather better, 
V/ell, the can c9 it two ways. either about 
] miſſion or Rec; {1m of Lighc, or elſe about 
k nſom-waters , but I think the laſt is moſt fa- 
ruiliar ; tie: efoic ſpeak, my pretty one. 


As though 'tis controverted in the School, 

If 7/zters paſs by Urine or by Stool. 

Shal! we who are Philoſophers , thence pa- 
ther 

From this diſſention that they work by 
ncither. | 


And T'ead , ſhe's in the right on't ; but 
mind now, ſhe comes upon her {wop! 


All this I did, your Arguments to try. 


And T'gad, if they had been never fo 
good, this next Line confutes 'em. 


Hear, and be dumb, thou Wretch, that 


Guide am ? 3 


There's a Surprize for you now ! How 
ſneakingly t'other looks 2 Was not that pret- 
ty now, to make her ask for a Guide firſt, 
and then tell her ſhe was one 2 Who could 
have thought that this little Mouſe had the Pope 
and a whole General Council in her Belly 2 
Now Dapple had nothing to fay to this ; 
and therefore you'll ſee ſhe grows peeviſh. 
Come 


by 


but 
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Come leave your Cracking tricks, and 


Uſe not that Barber that trims time 


Which I'gad is new, and my own. 
I've Eyes as well as you to find the way. * 
Then on they jogg'd 5 and ſme an bur « 
Might cut a Banter on the tedious walk ;; 
As I remember ſaid the ſober Mouſe, 
I've heard much talk of the 7/izs Cofſec: 
Thither ſays Brindle , thou ſhalt go, and 


Prieſts ſipping Coffee, Sparks and Poets Tea ; 
Here rugged Freeze , there Quality well 


Theſe baffling the Grand Seignior ; thoſe the 


And here ſhrew'd gueſſes made, and rea- 


That humane Laws were never made in p.;e «re 


But above all, what ſhall oblige thy ſight, 
And fill thy Eye-Balls with a vaſt delight ; 
I the Poetic Judge of ſacred I'r, 

Who do's i'th* Darkneff of his Glory {r. 

And as the Moon who firſt recerves the light, 
With which ſhe makes theſe nether Regions 


got | 
Sv does be ſhine, reflefting from afar, 
The Rays he borrow'd from a better Star : 
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For Rules which from Corneile and Rapin 
tow, 

Admir'd by all the ſcribling Herd below. 

From French Tradition while he does dif. 
Pence | 

Unerring Truths, *tis Schiſm, a damn'd 
offence, | 

To queſtion his, or truſt your private 
{enle. 


Hah ! Is not that right , Mr. fohbnſon ? gad 
forgive me he is faſt aſleep ! Oh the damn' 
{tupidity of this Age ! aſleep! Well, Sir, 
Since you're fo drowſy , your humble Ser- 
vant. 

ohn{. Nay, Pray Mr. Bayes, Faith I heard 
you all the while. The white Mouſe. 

Bayes. 'The white Moule ! ay, ay, I thought 
how you heard me. Your Servant, Sir, your 
Servant. 

Fobn. Nay, Dear Bayes, Faith, I beg thy 
Pardon , I was up late laſt Night , Prithee 
lend me a little Snuff, and go on. 

Laze:. Go on ! Pox I dont know where 1 
was; well I'll begin. Here, mind, now 
they are both come to Town. 


But now at Piccadille they arrive, 

And taking Coach , t'wards 7empic-Bar 
they drive ; 

Fur at St. Clements Church , cat out ths} 
Back ; 

And ſlipping through the Pal/prave, bilkt 
poor Hack. 


Theres! 
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There's the U:le which ought to be in 
all Poetry, Many a jowng Templer will fave his 
filling by this Stratagem of my Mice. 

Smith. Why , will any voung Templer eat 
out the back of a Coach ? 

Baves, No, T'gad, but you'll grant it is 
mighty natural for a Mouſe. 


Thence to the Devil, and ask'd if Chant. 


cleer, . 
Of Clergy kind, or Counſellor Cheugh was 
there ; 
Or Mr. Dove, a Pigeon of Renown, 
By his high crop, and corny Gizzard known, 
Or Siſter Partlet, with the Hooded bead ; | 
No, Sir, She's booted hence, ſaid Wil, and 
fled. C 
Why ſo ? Becauſe ſhe world not pray a-bed. \ 


Fobnſ. afide. *Sdeath ! Who can keep awake 
& ſuch ſtuff? Pray, Mr. Bayes, lend me your 
box again. 

Bajes.Mir. {chn/on, How d'ye like that Pox ? 
Pray take notice of it, *twas given me by a 
ferſon of Honour for looking over a Paper of 
Verſes ; and indeed T put in all the lines that 
were worth any thing in the whole Poein. 
Well, but where were we ? Oh ! Here they 
xe, juſt going up ſtairs into the 4pe!lo ; from 
whence my White takes occalion to talk very 
well of Tradition. 


ty Thus 


Page 133. 


Pg? 126, 


Page 130, 


Page 45. 


The Hind and 


Thus to the place where Fob»ſon ſat, we 
climb, 

Leaning on the ſame Rail that puided 
him ; 

And whilſt we thus on equal helps rely, 

Our Wit muſt be as true, our Thoughts az 
high. 

For - an Author happily compares 

Tradition to a well-fixt pair of Stairs s 

So this the Scala Santa we believe, 

By which his Traditive Genizs we receive, 

Thus every ſtep I take, my Spirits ſoar, 

And I grow mote a Hit, and more, and 
more, 


There's humour ! Is not that the livelieſt 
Image in the World of a Mouſe's going up a 
pair of Stairs ? More a Wit, and more and 
more, 

Smith. Mr. Bayes, T beg your Pardon hear. 
tily, I muſt be rude, I have a particular En- 
gagement at this time, and I ſee you are not 
near an end yet. 

Bayes. Godfokers | Sure you won't ſerve 
me ſo: All my fineſt Deſcriptions and beſt 
Diſcourſe is yet to come. 

Smith. Troth, Sir, if *twere not an Extra- 
ordinary Concern, I could not leave you. 

Bayes, Well ; but you ſhall take a little 
more, and here I'll paſs over two dainty Epi- 
ſodes of Swallows, Swifts, Chickens, and Buz- 
Zards, 


Tobnl, 


the Panther Tranſversd. 


Fobnſ. I know not why they ſhould come 
in, except to make yours the longeſt Favle 
that ever was told. 

Bays. Why, the Excellence of a Fabl: is in 
the length of it. &</op indeed , like a Slave 
as he was, made little , ſhort, ſimple Stories, 
with a dry Moral at the end of 'em; and 
could not form any noble Delign. Bur here 
I give you Fable upon Fable ; and after you 
are ſatisfied with Beaſts in the firſt Courſe, 
ſerve you up a delicate Diſh of Fowl for the 
Second ; now I was at all this pains to abuſe 
one particular Perſon ; for I'gad I'll tell you 
what a trick he ſerv'd me. I was once tran- 


ſlating a very good French Author , but being rarillzs. 


ſomeching long abour ic, as you know a Man 
is not always in the Humour ; What does 
this Zack do , but puts out an Anſwer to my 
Friend before 1 had ha!f finiſhed the Tranſla- 
tion : So there was three whole Months loſt 
upon his Account. But I think I have my 
revenge on him ſufficiently, for I let all the 
World know, that he 1s a tal, broad-back'd, 
lſty Fellow, of a brown Complexion, fair Beha- 
viour , a Fluent Tongue , and raking amongſt 
the Women ; and to top itall, that he's much a 
Scholar, more a Wit, and owns but rwo S4- 
craments, Don't you think this Fellow will 
hang himſelf But beſides, I have fo nickr 
his Character in a Name, as will make 
you fplic. 1 call him —— I gad I wont 
tell you, unleſs you remember what I ſaid 
of him, 


H 4 Smith, 
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Smith, Why that he was much a Scholar, 
and more a #//t | 

Bays. Right 3 and his name is Buzzard, 
Ha ! ha ! ha. 

Tobrſ. Very proper indeed, Sir. 

Bayes. Nay, I have a farther fetch init yer 
than perhaps you imagine ; for his true name 


begins with a B, which makes me lily con- | 


trive him this, to begin with the ſame Let- 
ter : There's a pretty device, Mr. Fobnſon ; I 
learn'd it , I muſt needs confeſs, from that 
ingenious Sport, TI love my Love with an 4, 
becauſe ſhe's Amiable ; and if you Could but 


ger a knot of merry Fellows together, you 


thould ſee how /itzle Bays would top 'em all 
at it, Vgad. 
Smith. Well, but good Faith, Mr. Bay;, I 


muſt leave you, I am half an hour paſt my | 


time, 
Bayes. Well, I've done, I've done. Here 


are Eight hundred Verſes upon a rainy Night, | 


and a Bird's-Neſt ; and here's Three hundred 
more , tranſlated from two Pars Gazettes, in 
which the Sporred Mouſe gives an account of 
the Treaty of Peace between the Czars of 
Muſcovy, and the Emperor , which 1s a piece 
of News White does not believe , and this is 
her Anſwer. I am refolv'd you ſhall hear it, 
for in it I have taken occaſion to prove Oral 
Tradition better than Scripture. Now you muſt 
know, *tis ſincerely my Opinion, that it had 
been better for the World, if we ne're had 
any Bioles at all. 


E're 


4 We Aft. Mat FY» 01 5 vs! 
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E're that Gazette was printed , faid the 
White, 

Our Robin told another ſtory quite ; 

This Oral Truth more ſafely I believ'd ; 

My Ears cannot, your Eyes may be de- 
ceiv'd. 

By word of Mouth unerring Maxims flow, 

And Preaching's beſt, it underltood, or no. 

Words I confeſs bound by, and rip ſo lighr, 

IWe have not time to take a ſtead) fipht ;; 

Yet fleeting thus are plainer than wien 
Writ, 

Tolong Examination they ſubmit. 


Hard things——- Mr. Smith, if theſe two 
lines don't recompence your ſtay, ne're truſt 
Tobn Bays again. 


Hard things at the firſt Bluſh are clear and 
full, 


God mends on ſecond thoughts, but Man Page 15. 


grows dull. 


T'ead I judge of all Men by my ſelf, *is 
ſo with me, I never ſtrove to be very exact in 
any thing, but I ſpoil'd ir. 

Smith. But allowing your Character to be 
true, is it not a little too ſevere ? 

Bayes. "Tis no matter for that, theſe gene- 
ral Reflections are daring, and favour moſt 
of a noble Genizs, that ſpares neither Friend 


nor oe. 


Fol. 


The Hind and 


Fohnſ. Are you never afraid of a drubbing 
for that daring of your noble Genius? 

Bayes. Afraid ! Why Lord you make 
much of a beating, T'gad *tis no more to me 
than a Flea-biting. No, no, if I can but 
be witty upon 'em , let 'em een lay on, 
i faith, Þ'Il ne'er baulk my fancy to fave m 
Carkaſs. Well, but we mult diſpatch, 
Mr. Smith. 


Thus did they merrily carouſe all day, 
Hnd like the gaudy fly their Wings dijplay; 
And ſip the ſweets, and bask in great wk 

lo's ray. 

Well, there's an end of the Fntertain- 
ment; and Mr. Smith, if your affairs would 
have permitted, you would have heard the 
beſt Bil of Fare that ever was ſerv'd up in 
Heroicks : but here follows a diſpute ſhall 
recommend it felt, I'll fay nothing for it. 
For Dappie, who you muſt know was a Pre- 
reſtant, all this while truſts her own Judg- 
meat, and fooliſhly diſlikes the Wine ; upon 
which our Innocent does fo run her down, 
thar ſhe has not one word to ſay for her 
ſelf, but what I pur in her Mouth , and 
T'sgad, you may imagine they won't be very 
good ones, for ſhe has diſoblig'd me, like an 
Iuprate, 


Sirrah, ſays Brindle, Thou haſt brought us 
Wine, 

Sour to my taſt, and to my Eyes unfine. 

Says 


to 
re! 


the Panther Tranſvers'd. 


Says Will, All Gentlemen like it; Ah! ſays 


White, 


What is approv'd by them, muſt needs be 


right. 


*Tis true, I thought it bad, but if the Houſe Page 38, 


Commend it, I ſubmit, a private Mouſe. 


Mind that, mind the Decorum , 


and De- 


ference, which our Mouſe pays to the Com- 


pany, vr, 


Nor to their Catholick conſent oppoſe 
My erring Judgment, and reforming Noſe, 


Ah! ah! there ſhe has nickt her, that's up 
to the Hilts, I'gad, and you ſhall ſee Dapp/e 


reſents it. 


Why , what a Devil ſhan't IT truſt my 


Eyes? 


Muſt I drink Stum becauſe the Raſcal 


lyes? 


And Palms upon us Catholick conſent, 
To give ſophiſticated Brewings vent? 


Says White , What ancient Evidence Can page g, 


{way, 


PR 


If you muſt Argue thus, and not obey ? 
Drawers muſt be truſted, through whoſe 
; 


hands convey'd, 
You take the Liquor, or you 
Trade. 


ſpoil the 


For ſure thoſe Honeſt Fellows have no knack 
Of putting off /um'd Claret for Pontack. 


. How 


The Hind and 


How long, alas! would the poor Vintner 
laft 

If all that drink muſt judge, and every 
Gueſt 

Be allow dto have an underſtanding 
Taſte? 

Thus ſhe : Nor could the Panther well mlarge, 

With weak defence, againſt ſo ſtrong a Charge, 


There I call her a Panther, becauſe ſhe's 
ſpotted, which is ſuch a blot to the Reforma- 
tion, as I warrant 'em they will never claw 
off, I'gad. 


But with a weary Yawn that ſhew'd her 
pride, 

Said, Spotleſs was a Villain, and ſhe 1/4. 

White ſaw her canker'd Malice at that word, 

And faid her Prayers, and drew her Del- 
phick Sword. 

Tother cry'd Murther, and her Rage ve- 
ffram'd : 

And thus her paſſive CharaGer maintain'd, 

But now alas ——— 


Mr. obn{on, pray mind me this ; Mr. Smith, 
F'il ask you to ſtay no longer, for this that 
follows is ſo engaging ; hear me but two 
Line», I'gad, and go away aicerwards if you 


Can. 


But now, alas, I grieve, I prieve to tell 
Woat {ad miſchance theſe pretty things befel, 
Theſe Birds of Beaſts, —— 


There's 


or 


the Panther Tranſversd. 


There's a tender Expreflion , Birds of 
Beaſts : *tis the greateſt Afﬀront that you can 


Fog 


put upon any Bird, to call it Beaſ# of a Bird : Page 129; 


and a Beaſt is ſo fond of being call'd a Bird, 
as you can't imagine. 


Theſe Birds of Beafts,theſe learned Reas'n- 
ing Mice, 
Were ſeparated, baniſh'd in a trice. 
Who would be learned for their ſakes, 
who wiſe ? | 
Ay, who indeed? There's a Pathos, T'gad, 
Gentlemen, if that won't move you, nothing 
will, I can aſſure you: But here's the fad 
thing I was afraid of. 


The Conſtable alarmed by this noiſe, . 
Enter'd the Room, directed by the Voice, 


And ſpeaking to the Watch , with bead Page 13%: 


aſide, 

Said, Deſperate Cures muſt be to deſperate Ills 
appli d. 

Theſe Gentlemen, for fo their Fate decrees, 


Can ne're enjoy at once the But and Peace. Page 115. 
When each have ſeparate Intereſts of their own, Page 144+ 


Two Mice are one too many for a Town. 

By Schiſm they are torn ; and therefore , 
Brother, 

Look you to one, and T'l) fecure the 
r'other. 

Now whether Dapple did to'Bridewell go, 

Or in the Stocks all Night her Fingers 
blow, 

Or in the Compter lay, concerns not us 

to know. But s 


Page 98, 


110 


Page 145. 


The Hind and Panther, exc. 


But the immortal Matron, ſpotleſs White, 

Forgetting Dapple's Rudeneſs, Malice, 
Spight, 

Look'd kindly back, and wept, and ſaid, 
Good Niybr. 

Ten thouſand Watchmen 2waited on this Mouſe, | 

With Bills and Halberds, to her Country- 
Houſe. 


This laft Contrivance T had from a judi- 
cious Author, that makes Ten thouſand An- 
gels wait upon his Hind, and ſhe aſleep too, 
I'sad. —— 

Fobn/. Come, let's fee what we have to 
Pay. 

Bayes, What a Pox, are you in fuch haſte? 
You han't told me how you like it. 

Foby/, Oh, extreamly well. Hers , 
Drawer. 


VWr 


Cr S—_—_—_— 
———— 
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The Man of HONOUR. 
Written by the Honourable Mr. Montague. 


Occaſioned by a Poltſcript of Pex's Letter. 


OT all the Threats or Favours of a Crown, 
A Prince's Whiſper, or a. Thran!'s Frown, 
Can awe the Spirit, or allure the Mind 
Of him, who to ſtrit Honour is inclin'd ; 
Though all the Pomp and Pleaſure that does wait ; 


On publick Places, and Afﬀfairs of State, 
Shou'd fondly court him to be baſe and grear. 
With even Paſſions, and with /crled Face, 
He wou'd remove the Harlots falſe Embrace. 

Tho! all the Storms and Tempeſts ſhould ariſe, 
That Church-Magicians 1n their Cells deviſe, 

And from their ſetled Baſis Nations tear, 
He wou'd unmov'd the mighty Ruin bear ; 
Secure in Innocence contemn 'em all, 
And decently array'd in Honours, fall. 

For this brave Shrewsbury and Lumly's Name, 
Shall ſtand the foremoſt in the Liſt of Fame ; 
Who firſt with fteddy Minds the Current broke, 
And to the ſuppliant Monarch boldly ſpoke. h 

reat 


112 State Poems Continued. 


Great Sir, renown'd for Conſtancy, how juſt Gr 
Have we obey'd the Crown, and ſerv'd our Truſt, Tn 
Eſpous'd your Cav/e and Intereſt in diſtreſs, An 
Your ſelf mult witneſs, and our Foes confeſs ' No 
Permit us then #!] Fortune to accule, But 
That you at laſt »nhappy Councils uſe, ( Ma 
And ask the only thing we muſt refuſe. 3 Th 
Our Lives and Fort:mes freely we'll expoſe, An 
Henour alone we cannot, muſt not loſe : = 


Honour, that Spark of the Celeſtial Fire, Wt 
That above Nature makes Mankmd afpire ; . 
Ennobles the rude Paflions of our Frame, 


With thirſt ot Glory, and deſire of Fame ; Ha 
The richeſt 7zea/are of a generous Breaſt, Wi 


That gives the Stamp and Standard to the reſt. 

Wit, Strength and Courape, are wild dangerous force; | 
Unleſs this ſoftens and direds their Courſe ; l 7 
And would you rob us of the nobleft part, | 


Accept a Sacrifice without a Heart ? _ 
"Tis much beneath the greatneſs of a Throne, | W; 
To take the Casket when the Fewe?'s gone : | 1 
Debauch our Principles, corrupt our Race, A 
and teach the Nobles to be Falſe and Baſe ; _ 
Whac Confidence can you in them repoſe, I Th 
Who, e're they ſerve you, all their value loſe ? © 
Who once enllave their Conſcience to their Luſt, To 
Have loſt che Reins, and can no more be Fu. But 
Of Honour, Men at firſt, like Women Nice, Bol 
Raiſe Matden-Scruples at unpractis'd Vice ; "f 
Their »294e/t Nature curbs the ſtrugling Flame, Fx, 
And ſtifles what they wiſh to a&t, with Shame. Rif 
Burt once this Fence thrown down, when they perceive Þ} Th 
That they may taſte forbidden Fruit and live ; Ha 
[t] 


They 
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They ſtop not here their Courſe, but ſafely in, 

Grow Strong, Luxuriant, and bold in Sin; 

True to no Principles, preſs forward ſtill, 

And only bound by appetite their Will: | 

Now fawn and flatter, while this Tide prevails, 

But ſhift with every veering blaſt their Sails. 

Mark thoſe that meanly truckle to your Power, 

They once deſerted, and chang'd ſides before, f 

And would to morrow Mahomet adore! 

On higher Springs true Men of Honour move, 

Free is their Service, and unbought their Love : 

When Danger calls, and Honour leads the way, 

With Joy they follow, and with Pride obey : 

When the Rebellious Foe came rolling on, 

And ſhook with gathering Multitudes the Throne, 

Where were the Minions then ? What Arms, what 
Force , 


| Cou'd they oppoſe to ſtop the Torrent's Courſe ? 


Then Pembrook, then the Nobles firmly ſtood, 
Free of their Lives, and laviſh of cleir Blood; 
But when your Orders to mean Ends d:cline, 


I Wich the ſame Conſtancy they all reſign. 


Thus ſpake the Youth, who open'd firſt the way, 
And was the Phoſphorus to th*' dawning Day ; 
Follow'd by a more glorious ſplendid Hoſt, 

Than any Age, or any Realm can boalt : 

$ great their Fame, ſo numerous their Train, 
To name were endleſs, and ro praiſe in vain ; 
But Herbert, and great Oxford merit more, 

Bold is their flight, and more ſublime chey ſoar ; 
So high, their Virtue as yet wants a name, 
Exceeding Wonder, and furpatling Fame : 

Riſe, glorious Church, erect thy Radiant Head, 
The Storm is paſt, th' Impending Tempelt fled : 
Had Fate decreed thy Ruine or Diſgrace, 

It had not giv'n ſuch Sons, fo brave a Race. 
When 
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When for Deſtruction Heaven a Realm deſigns, 
The Symptoms firſt appear in ſlaviſh Minds: 
Theſe Men would prop a ſinking Nations weight 
Stop falling Vengeance, and Reverſe ey'n Fate. 
Let other Nations boaſt their fruitful Soil, 
Their fragrant Spices, their rich Wine and Oyl; 
In breathing Colours, and in living Paint 

Let them excel, their Maſtery we grant. 

But to inſtru& the Mind, to arm the Soul 
With Virtue, which no dangers can controul ; 
Exalt the thought, a ſpeedy Courage lend 

That Horror cannot ſhake, or Pleaſure bend: 
Theſe are the Exgliſh Arts, theſe we profeſs 

To be the ſame in Mis'ry and Succeſs; 

To teach Oppreffors Law, afliſt the Good, 
Relieve the Wretched, and ſubdue the Proud: 
Such are our Souls: But what doth Worth avail, 
When Kings commit to hungry Prieſts the Scale ? 
All Merit's light 'when they diſpoſe the weight, 
Who either would embroil, or Rule the State ; 
Defame thoſe Heroes who their Yoke refuſe, 
And blaſt that Honeſty they cannot uſe ; 

The ſtrength and ſafety of the Crown deſtroy, 
And the King's Pow'r againft himſelf imploy : 
Affront his Friends, deprive him of the Brave; 
Bereft of theſe, he muſt become their Slave. 
Men, like our Money, come the moſt in play 
For being baſe, and of a coarſe allay. 

The richeſt Medals, and the pureſt Gold, 

Of native Value, and exacteſt Mold , 

By worth conceal'd, in private Cloſets ſhine, 
For vulgar uſe too precious and too fine ; 
Whilſt Tin and Copper with new ſtamping bright, 
Coyn of baſe Metal, counterfeit and light, 
Do all che Buſinefs of che Nation's curn, 
Rais'd tn Contempt, us'd and employ'd in Scorn 5 
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So ſhining Virtues are for Courts too bright, 
Whoſe guilty Actions fly their ſearching Light; 
Rich in themſelves, difdaining to aſpire, 

Great without Pomp they willingly retire: 

Give place to Fools, whoſe raſh misjudging Sence 
Increaſes the weak meaſures of their Prince; 
Prone to admire, and flatter him in eaſe, 

They ſtudy not his good, but how to pleaſe; 
They blindly and implicitly run on , 

Nor ſee thoſe dangers which the other ſhun : 

Who flow to a, each bus'nefs duly weigh, 

Adviſe with Freedom , and with Care obey ; 

With Wiſdom fatal to their Intereſt ſtrive 

To make their Monarch lov'd, and Nation thrive; 
Such have no place where Prieſts and Women Reigrt, 
Who love fierce Drivers, and a looſer Rein. 


The Man of no Honour. 


S the late Characer of Gedlike Men, . 
(Given, as it ought, by a Diviner Pen) 
Will make the Race of choſe I write appear 
Low as to Glorious Valour, wretched Fear; 
$ the ſmooth Lines in which thoſe truths are told, 
(Lines juſtly happy as they're Nobly bold) 
With Righe from humble Muſes bold Eſteem , 
And ſhow my Verſe as diſtant as my Theme. 
Forgive me, you Betrayers of your Land, 
If I do ſcourge you with a wanting Hand ; 
My Will is good to give you all your due, 
The Pope will pardon want of Pow'r in you. 
Your Aid, my Muſe, this once I humbly ask; 
Expoling Villiny's a Noble Task ; | 
I 2 Aſkſt 
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Aſliſt my Story with ſuch ample Phraſe, 

It may find leave to live and ſee good Days. 
Stamp an Eternal Value on the Brave, 

By drawing to the Lif2 a ſneaking Knave; 

Show him how juſtly he's expos'd by all, 

And ſhow him time may come when he may fall ; 
Show him on what Foundation now he ſtands; 
Show him, inſtead of Rocks, miſtaken Lands ; 
Show him it lately fail'd believing Man, 

And will do fo when time ſhall ſerve again. 

When Oxfcrd Propheſies were come to paſs, 

And many a {queamiſh Church-man prov'd an Afs, 
Then blockiſh Honeſty was made give ground, 
And foolith Knaves were much more uſeful found; 
A ſearch throughout the Senate paſs'd for ſuch , 
(Since Fools would do, to find no more *twas much) 
Vile Int'reſt was oppos'd to Men of Senſe, 

And many from that hour did Rogues commence. 
Bcſides, wich Gotd the deſpicable Slaves, 

Were willingly thought Fools; they might be Knaves, 
OF theſe the Chief a Conſultation call, 

Where they ſhall ſtop, or whether ſtop at all. 
Some faint Reſiſtance Conſcience wou'd have made, 
And Honour wou'd have ſpoke, but was forbad ; 
Int'reſt with Impudence aſſum'd the Chair , 

And thus addrefs'd to each Plebeian Fool was there: 

Of all Philoſophers that plagu'd the World, 

And curious Brains in various Labyrinths hurl'd, 
None far'd fo ill, and yer fo juſtly far'd, 

As thoſe Preach'd Virtue for its own Reward; 
More uſeful Dodrines ſprung from wiſer Schools, 
They heard their Morals, and reſolv'd them Fools 
Mark thoſe who {trive the Multicude to pleaſe, 
Nice of their Honour, laviſh of their Eaſe: 


How 
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How in the gazing Crowd they humbly ſtand, p 
With their perplexing Honeſty at hand , c 
They dare not uſe the ſtrengeh they may command. 
They prove their Grandeur from their humble Soul, 
But he is great who can and dare controul ; 
You'll ſoar above, exhal'd by Princely Rays, 
And with contempt look down on rotten Praiſe ; 
Laugh at dull Notions of a Glorious Name, 
When Beggery's the Baſis of its Frame. 
More uſeful Honour ſhall attend your Fate, 
You ſerve a Power can make you Rich and Great. 
Who ſcorns the Nations Love ſhall live above their 
Hate. 

Permit no Bugbear thoughts againſt your Cauſe, 
The loſs of your Religion and the Laws, 
Trifles to thoſe who dare their God defy, 
And can with copious Conſciences comply. 
Contemn the fooliſh Threats of diſtant Time, 
Tis plain that Honeſty is yet a Crime ; 
If things hereafter turn another way, 
You'll ſtill be right, for ſtill you can obey: 
Ne're fear the Brand of Knave will hurt you much, 
The beſt of Courts will ſtand in need of ſuch ; 
Fools oft grow uſeleſs, and are laid aſide, 
But Knaves of Conduct always will abide: 
Old Honeſty ſome poor Employ may pet, 
But he that ſticks at nothing ſhall be great, 
The Villain wiſely thrives in every State. 

Thus Int'reſt ſpoke, and merits juſt Applauſe, 
The Judges firſt declar'd againſt the Laws ; 
Of Levi's Tribe not many went aftray, 
(Much wonder'd at, ſince they procur'd this Day) 
But Men of Conſcience ofc in Judgment fail, 
Miſtaken Loyalty did once prevail , 
But ſuch Diſeaſes now no more they ail. 


WOW 


3 4 Become 
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Become good Chriftians by Aﬀiition's Rod, 


Their King they Honour, but they fear their God. 
Of thoſe that brand their Country with "TY 


Noble in Title as in Practice baſe, 
Give underhand Pre-eminence of place, 
The ſniveling Repreſenter of the reſt, 


Who in their Names the Monarch thus addreſt: - 


Moſt Glorious Prince, in whom all Virtues ſhine, 


Where every Worth in one great Soul combine! 
You for your Gracious Deeds we come to bleſs, 


Bur moſt of all your Conſtancy confeſs ; 


Safe by your Word, in Peace your People ſleep, 


Your ſacred Word which you ſo nicely keep; 


That Word fo much throughout your Land renown'd, 


In which Equivocation ne'er was found. 
On this it is ſo firmly we rely, 
You cannot ask the thing we can deny ; 


As Heav'n has taught the Soul of Men to know, 


What e're it plcaſeth to diſpence below, 
Shall to advantage of Believers tend , 
And blets their blind Obedience in the end; 
So we ſuch awfnl Thoughts of you receive, 
What e're you'll do, we for our good believe; 
Our grand Ambicion is our King to pleaſe; 
We ze er can want Repoſe while he's at Eaſe. 
When by Obedience we have giv'n you reſt, 
And biaf':d ev'n tlic frightful Name of Teſt, 
Bur imile upon us, and your Slaves are bleſt. 
Thus ipake the fawning Miniſter of State, 
Poor in Eiteem, and defpicably Great; 
The Monarch bleft the Prieſthood skill , 
Forfakes his Reaſon to perform his Will, 


Deſerts his Noble Friends for flatt'ring Knaves , 


Neplets his Subjets while he favours Slaves, 


; 


Riſe up, brave Prince, attend your Nature's Courſe; 


We know that's Noble, when exempt from force ; 
Spread 
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Soread your relenting Arms, imbrace your Friends, 
d. They'll help you to attain more Noble Ends ; 
e, You know their Love, the Rebels know their Force, 
Serve God with ſpeed, annul th' unjuſt Divorce, 
Then ſhall you ſtand great in your Peoples Love, 
A buy Emblem of the Mighty ove. 
Then ſhall your haughty Rival ceaſe to ſoar, 
le, And tremble at the Neighb'ring Britiſh Shore ; 
The Senate's Bounty ſhall preſerve you till, 
With cheerful Tribute all your Coffers fall, 
All Kings ſhall gaze with Envy on your Tarone, 
Then with Contempt look down upon their own ; 
To gain your Smiles ſhall be their utmoſt Pride, 
1'd, | And happy he who neareſt is ally'd. 
Belov'd by God and Men you ſhall remain, 
Great without War, and undiſturb'd your Reign, 
Then when the Remnant of your days are done, 
The Thred of Glorious Life at length is ſpun, 
Sincere in Grief your People all ſhall mourn, 
Some goodly Fabrick ſhall your Grave adorn 
With this Inſcription, for Eternal Praiſe, 
Here lies the only Prince who left all Evil Ways. 


— — — — 


The VISION. 


"| at an hour when buſie Nature lay 
Diſſolv'd in flumbers from the noiſy Day, 
When gloomy ſhades and dusky Atoms ſpread 

A darkneſs o'er the Univerſal Bed, : 
And all the gaudy beams of Light were fled ; 

My flutt'ring fancy 'midlſt the ſilent peace, 

Careleſs of /{cep, and unconcern'd with ea/c, 


I 4 Drew 
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Drew to my wandring thoughts an Obje& near, 
Strange in its form, and in = rare. 
Methought (yet ſure it could not be a Dream, 
So real all its Imperfe&ions ſeem) 
With Princely Port a ſtately Monarch came, 
Aiery his Mien, and Noble was his Frame : 
A ſullen ſorrow brooded on his Brow ; 
He ſeem'd beneath ſome weighty Fate to bow z 
Diſtruſt and Grief upon his Eye-lids reſt, 
And ſhow the ſtrugling troubles of his Breaſt. 
Upon his Head a nodding Crown he wore, 
And in his Hand a yielding Scepter bore ; 
Forlorn and careleſs did his ſtrokes appear, 
And ev'ry motion ſpoke a wild Deſpair. 

This mournful Scene did all my Paſſions move, 
And challeng'd both my piry and my love ; 
And yet I thought him by the ruins made 
Above my pity, and beyond my aid ; 
Long did he in a penſive ſilence ſtand, 
For ſure his thoughts cou'd not his words command: 
Too big for ſpeech 
Till fullen murmurs from his Boſom flew, 
And thus a draught of his Diſorders drew. 

Almighty Pow'rs ! By whoſe conſent alone 
Ocdain'd, I did afcend the Regal Throne, 
Led by your dark Decrecs, and Condudt there, 
I, as your great Vicegerent, did appear 
Beneath my Charge , whilſt crowding Nations ate, 
And bow'd and did admire my riſing Fate: 
"Twas then my Laurel, freſh and blooming grew, 
And a loud Fame of all my Glorics flew ; 
My willing Subjeqts bleſs and clap the Day ; 
, The braveſt and the beſt were all my Friends, 
Whilſt Faction in Confuſion ſneak'd away ; 

Az diſtance grinn'd, but could not reach their ends. 


Such 
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Sch Faith unto mv Promiſes were ſhown; 


I2I 


My Word they took, for Oaths were uſeleſs grown : 


My very Word compos'd their Hopes and Fears, 


Sacred *ewas held, and all Serexe appears: 
Until my Fate revers'd did backwards reel, 


Blurr'd all my Fame, and alter'd Fortune's Wheel; 


Ne Gods! Why did ye thus unconſtant prove? 
Was I the Envy of th' Abodes above? 

Or was this ſtately Majeſty but giv'n 

To be the Cheat and Flatt'ry ev'n of Hear ? 
Can neer a Saint implore Cealeſtial Aid ? 

Nor yet the Virgin God#e/s intercede ? 

"Twas for her Cauſe engag'd I ſuff ring lie; 
"Twas to advance her jult Divinity : 

Yes, I avow, the Quarrel and the Cauſe, 
'Twas for my Faith, and to out-cope the Zawsr. 
Id rather be forſaken and alone, | 

Than fit a crawins Monarch on a Throne: 

Let all my cringing Slaves at diſtance ſtand, 
Fawn on th' Invading Foe, and kits his Hand; 
Leave me their Prince, forſaken and forlorn, 
Expos d to all their Slights and publick Scorn. 
Let after Ages judge the mighty Telt, 

Judge the Magnifick Grandeur of my Breaſt. 

[ ſaw my great Forefather yer afore 

Seal all his Sacred Vows with Mertyr'd pore; 
His Royal Iſſue branded with Diſgrace, 


Saw all th' Efforts they us'd © Exclude the Race: 


And yer theſe Terrors all I darc invade, 

Thus Con/cience, thus Religion does perſuade. 

ll ſtand or fall by both thoſe Tenets ttill, 
And be the ſecond Martyr to my I/l;: 

And then he ſtop'd; his fiery Eye-Balls move, 
And thus with his reſiſting Fate he ſtrove, 

And Rood, like Capaneus defying Jove. 


; 


When 


LG > 
WW + 


_— * 


- DAFT” A <A AE Ine... EEE 2 I. us 1, HA 
- ABS: "Eerie OI 0 wn Soon 
. ” . nary . h- w_ a 


> 


"fg. 


Dea A EE EE. LED — ew Se—- —DAs 
© De. 4 a, - a” . 


- 


122 State Poems Continued, 


Was heard to anſwer in an angry tone; 
Dye then unpiti'd, Prince, for thus thy Fate 
_ ſince, by its Decrees, did antedate: 
To ſuch perwerſneſs, what regard is ſhown? 


To thy repeated Wiſhes Heav'n was kind , 


It put a Scepter in thy eager Hand, 
Yet not t' oppoſe the Genius of the Land; 
If Reaſon could not ſway thy Actions here, 
Heaven's not oblig'd by Wonders to appear. 
See how thy Creatures at a diſtance ſtand, 
Sculk from thy Troubles to a ſafer Land; 
Thoſe who their Beings to thy Bounty own, 
Forſake their fawning Cheats, and now are 


Bold for their Rights, and for their Countries 


When ſtraight a noiſe, from whence it came un- 


( known, 


What Merit could'ſt thou plead to mount a Throne? 


And pleas'd the wild Ambition of thy Mind; 


g0ne. 


Thoſe who were Friends to thee and to thy Cauſe, 


Laws, 


Thou, from thy darker Counſels didſt remove, 

And want their aid, now they refuſe their love. 
Some more imperfe& Sounds did reach my Ear, 
Bur Senſe return'd, and Day-light did appear. 


The CONVERTS: 


Did gatend in Rhimes Heroick 

To write of Converts Apoſtolick 
Deſcribe their Perſons, and their Shames, 
And leave the World to gueſs their Names : 
But ſoon I thought the ſcoundrel Theme 
Was for Heroick Song too mean 


Their 
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Their Characters we'll then rehearſe 

In Burleſque, or in Dogrel Verſe ; 

Of Earls, of Lords, of Knights I'll ſing, 

That chang'd their Faith to pleaſe their King. 
The firſt an Antiquated Lord, 

A walking Mummy in a word, 

Moves cloath'd in Plaiſters Aromatick , 

And Flannel, by the help of a Stick, 

And like a grave and noble Peer, 

Outlives his Senſe by Sixty year ; 

And what an honeſt Man would anger, 

Outlives the Fort he built at Tayger ; 

By Pox and Whores long ſince undone, 

Yet loves it ſtill, and fumbles on : 

Why he's a Favourice few can gueſs, 

Some ſay it's for his Upglineſs ; 

For ofren Monſters ( being rare ) 

Are valu'd equal to the Fair : 

For in his Miſtreſſes, kind Fames 

Loves uglineſs in its extremes ; 

But others {ay its plainly ſeen, 

Tis for the choice he made 'oth' Queen ; 

When he the King and Nation bleſt 

With Off-Spring of the Houſe of Eſte ; 

A Dame whoſe Aﬀabilicy 

Equals her Generofity : 

Oh ! Welk-match'd Pair, who frugally are bent 

Tolive without the Aids of Parliament. 

All this and more the Peer perform'd, 

Then to compleat his Virtues turn'd ; 

But *ewas not Conſcience, or Devotion, 

The hopes of Riches or Promotion, 

That made his Lordſhip firſt to vary, 

But *twas to pleaſe his Daughter Mary ; 

And ſhe to make retalliation, 

Is full as lewd in her Vocation. 
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The next a Caravaniſh Thief, 
A lazy Maſs of damn'd Rump Beef 
Prodigious Guts, no Brains at all, 
But very Rhynocerical, 
Was Married e're the Cub was lickt, 
And now not worthy to be kick ; 
By Jockeys bubbled, forc'd to fly, 
To ſave his Coat, to 1taly, 
Where Hains and he, that Virtuous Youth, 
Equal in Honour, Senſe, and Truth ; 
By Reaſon and pure Conſcience urged, 
Paſt Sins by Abjuration purged : 
Bur *ris believ'd both Rogue and Peer , 
More worldly Motives had to veer ; 
The Scoundrel Plebeian's ſwerving 
Was to ſecure himſelf from ſtarving ; 
And that which made the Peer a Starter, 
Was hope of a long-wiſh'd-for Garter. 

Next comes a Peer who fits at Helm , 
And long has ſteer'd the giddy Realm 
With Taylor's Motion, Mien, and Grace, 
But a right Stateſman in Grimace ; 
The Sneer, the Cringe, and then by turns, 
The dully Grave, the Frowns, and Scorns, 
Promiſes all, but nought performs : 
But howe'er great he's in Promotion, 
He's very humble in Devotion ; 
With Taper Lizht, and Feet all bare, 
He to the Temple did repair, 
Arid knocking ſoftly at the Portal , 
Cri'd, Pity (Fathers) a poor Moral, 
And for a Sinner make ſome room, 
A Prodigal returned home. 
Some fay that in that very hour, 
Conyert Mail Megs arriv'd at Door ; 
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$S both with penicent Grimace, 
States-man and Bawd with humble pace 
Enter'd and were receiv'd to grace. 

The next a Knight of high Command 
'Twixt London-bridge and Dewer Sand ; 

A Man of ſtrict and holy Life, 
Taking example from his Wife ; 
He to a Nunnery ſent her packing, 
Leſt they ſhould take each other napping. 
Some ſay 2 E—— did him beger, 
But that he wants his Chin and Wit ; 
Good-natur'd, as you may obſerve, 
Letting his Tir'lar Father ſtarve ; 
A Man of Senfe and Parts, we know it, 
But dares as well be damn'd as ſhow ir ; 
Brib'd by himſelf, his truſty Servant 
At Kings-Bench- Bar appear'd molt fervent 
Againſt his Honour for the Teſf, 
To him *twas Gain, to all Mankind a Jeſt. 

Blue-Bonnet Lords a numerous ſtore, 
Whoſe beſt Example is they're poor, 
Meerly drawn in, in hopes of Gains, 
And reap the ſcandal for their pains; 
Half-ſtarv'd at Court with expectation, 
Forc'd to return to their Soorch Station, 
Deſpis'd and ſcorn'd by every Nation. 

A paltry Knight not worth a mention, 
Renounc'd his Faith for piceous penſion ; 
After upon trus Proteſtant Whore, 
H'ha!! ſpent a large Litate before. 

A thick ſhort Collonel next does come, 
With Srradlozg Legs and maſly Bum : 
With many more of ſhameful Note; 
Whoſe Honour ne're was worth a Groat. 

If theſe be Pillars of the Church, 

Tis feer'd th{y'l! leave her in the lurch ; 
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All quickly will return to Forty Eighr. 
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If abler Men do not ſupport her Weight, 


md 


The bumble Addreſs of your Majeſty's Port 
Laureat, and others your Catholick and 
Proteſtant diſſenting Rhymers , with the 
reſt of the Fraternity of Minor Poets, 
Inferior Verſifiers and Sonetteers of Your 
Majeſty's , Ancient Corporation of Par. 


nallus. 


EHumbly Sheweth, 
"Hat we your Majeſty's poor ſlaves, 


Your merry Beggars, witty knaves, 


Being highly ſenſible how long 

And dull dry Proſe addrefling Throng, 

Have daily vext your Royal Ears 

With fulſom ſpeeches, canting Pray'rs, 

Unanimouſly think it better 

T* addreſs your Majeſty in Meeter. 
Great Sir, your healing Declaration 

Has cur'd a baſe diſtemper'd Nation ; 

The Godly hug it for the eaſe 

It gives to ſqueamiſh Conſciences 

And by the Mammoniſts, *tis made 

The grand encouragement of Trade ; 

But we muſt reckon it (in our ſenſe ) 

A gracious Pogtick Licence. 
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'Tis your peculiar excellency, 

T indulge Religion to a frenſy ; 

And our Religion is our fancy : 

For which, we judge *twould be a crime, 
Not to preſent our thanks in Rhime 

We, with all Subjeas of our mind, 

To pay, like us, their dues in kind : 

That jealous Proteſtants would greet 

With Teſs and Laws your Royal Feet ; 

That all would ſacrifice in courſe 

Their ſtubborn Confciences to yours ; 

That th' Academies wou'd oppoſe 

On no pretence your Royal Cauſe, 

But quit their Oaths and Founders Laws 

That Corporations yield their Charters, 

And no more grudge your Soldiers Quarters ; 
That Borough-Towns would chuſe ſuch Men 
As you ſhan't nced end home agen ; | 
That all right Members take their tations, 
Such as Sir R—— and Sir P—— 

That your new Friends itand every where, 
Of which we recommend one pair, 

Honeſt Wiil Pen 1nd Harry Cure. 

Diflenters wil! with all cheic heart-a 

Vote for a Golpc! Magna Cart; ; 

Your Judges too w:!l over-awe 

The poor dead letter of the Law : 

Your High Commiſſioners, from whom 

The obſtinate recei» © their doom, 

For truſty Catholicks make room. 

Only one reſty part o'th' Naticn, 

Wou'd bound your pow'r of diſpenſation ; 
For which we'll bait che Rogues agen, 

With ſecond part of 7//nd and Paz : 

We'll Rhime 'em into better mauners, 

And make them low'r their Paper-Banners ; 


J 
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Nor is this all that we will do, 
No, Sir, well pray like Poets too. 


"May our great God Apollo bleſs you, 
May Funo help your budding iflue ; 
May you attempt no enemies 
To skirmiſh with but Butterflies : 
Nor exerciſe Your Martial Arms, 

Bur in Mock-fieges, falſe alarms. 
May you have long and peaceful days, 
And may we live to ling your Praiſe ; 
And after all, may you inheric 

The over-plus of che Saints merit. 


The LAUREAT. 


Jack Squabb, his Hiſtory in little drawn 


Down to his Evening, from his early dawn. 


As thou mighty Bard, to open view z 


Which yet we muſt confeſs you need not do : 


'The labour to expoſe thee we may fave, 

Thou ſtand ſt upon thy own Records, a Knave ; 
Condemn'd to live in thy Apoſtate Rhimes, 
The Curſe of Outs, and Scoff of Future Times. 
Still cacking round with every turn of State 
Reverſe to $h ry thy curſed Fate 


Is always at a change to come too late : 
To keep his Plots from Coxcombs was his Care, 
His Policy was mask'd, and thine 1s bare : 


Wiſe 


ſe 
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Wiſe Men alone cou'd gueſs at his Deſign, 
And cou'd but gueſs, the Thred was ſpun fo fine : 
But every pur-blind Fool may fee through thine. 

Had Dick ſtill kept the Regal Diadem 

Thou hadſt been Poet Laureat to him, 

And, long e're now, in Lofty Verſe proclaim'd 

His high Extraction, among Princes Fam'd ; 

Diffus'd his Glorious Deeds from Pole to Pole, | 
Where Winds can carry, and where Waves can row!l. 
Nay, had our Charles, by Heav*ns fevere Decree, 
Been found, and Murther'd in the Royal Tree, 

Ev'n thou hadlſt prais'd the Fa ; his Father lain , 
Thou call*dſt but gently breathing of a Vein : | 
Impious and Villanous! to bleſs the blow 2 
That laid at once three lofry Nations low, 

And gave the Royal Cauſc a fatal Overthrow. ) 
Whac after this cou'd we expe from thee ? 

What cou'd we hope for, but juſt what we ſee? 
Scandal to all Religions, New and Old ; p, 
Scandal to thine, where Pardon's bought and fold, > 
And Mortgag'd Happineſs redeem'd for Gold : 

Tell me, = 'tis a Truth you muſt allow ; 

Who ever chang'd more in one Moon, tan thou ? 
Even thy own Z:mr; was more ſtediaft known ? 

He had buc one Religion, or had none : 

What Sect of Chriſtians is't thou haſt not known, 
And at one time or other made thy own ? 

A Briſtled Baptiſ# bred ; and then thy Strain 
Immaculate, was free from fſinfi.1 Stain. 

No Songs in thoſe bieſt time» chou didit produce 

To br: 1d and ſhain good Manners out of uſe : 

The Ladies then had not one Bawdy Bob, 

No; thou the Courtiy Name of Poet Squab. 

Next thy.dull Muſe, an Independent Jade, 

On ſacred Tyranny five Stanza's made , 
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Prais'd Noll, who ev*n to both extreams did run; 
To kill the Father, and dethrone the Son. 
When Charles came in, thou didſt a Convert grow, 
More by thy Int'reſt, than thy Nature fo. 
Under his livening Beams thy Laurels ſpread ; 
He fuſt did place that Wreath about thy Head; 
Kindly reliev'd thy wants, and gave thee Bread. 
Here *twas thou mad'ſt the Bells of Fancy Chime, 
And choak'd the Town with ſuffocating Rhime. 
Till Heroes form'd by thy Creating Pen, 
Were grown as Cheap, and Dull, as other Men. 
Fluſh'd with Succeſs, full Gallery, and Pit, 
Thou braveſt all Mankind wich want of Wit. 
Nay, in ſhort time, wer't grown fo proud a Ninny, 
As ſcarce t'allow that Ber himſelf had any. 
But when the Men of Senſe thy Error ſaw, 
They check'd thy Muſe, and kept the Termagant in | 
awe. 

To Satyr next thy Talent was Addreſt, 
Fell foul on all, thy Friends among the reſt : 
Thoſe who the oft'neſt did thy wants ſupply, 
Abus'd, Traduc'd, without a reaſon why. 
Nay, ev'n thy Royal Patron was not ſpar'd, 
But an obſcene, a ——_ Wretch declar'd. 
Thy Loyal Libel we can ſtill produce, 
Beyond Example, and beyond Excuſe. 
O ſtrange return, to a forgiving King ! 
But the warm'd Viper wears the greateſt Sting. 
Thy Penſion loſt, and juſtly without doubt, | 
When Servants ſnarl, we ought to kick 'em out; 
They chat diſdain their Benefactors Bread, 
No longer ought by Bounty to be fed. 
That loſt, the Vizor chang'd, you turn about, 
And ſtrait a True-blue Proteſtant crept out ; 
The Frie» now was writ; and ſome will ſay 


They ſmeli a Malecontenc chrough all the Play. n 
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The Papiſf too was damn'd, unfit for Truſt, 
Call'd Treacherous, Shameleſs, Profligate, Unjuſt, 
And Kingly Pow'r thought Arbitrary Luſt. 
This laſted cill thou didſt thy Penſion gain , 
And that chang d both thy Morals, and thy Strain, 
If to write Contradictions, Nonſenſe be, 
Who has more Nonſenſe in their Works than thee? 
We'll mention but thy Lay-mans Faith, and Hind, 
Who'd think both theſe (ſuch claſhing do we find) 
Cou'd be the product of one ſingle Mind : 
Here thou wou'd(t Charitable fain appear, 
Find'ſt fault that A4:hanaſins was ſevere ; 
Thy Pity ſtraight to Cruelty is rais'd, 
And even the pious Inquiſition prais'd, 
And recommended to the preſent Reign: 

* O happy Countries, Ialy and Spain ! 
Have we not Cauſe, in thy own Words, to ſay, 
Let none believe what varies every day, 
That never was, nor will be at a ſtay. 
Once, Heathens might be fav'd, you did allow ; 


J But not, it ſeems, we greater Heathens now : 


The Loyal Church, that buoys the Kingly Line, 


| Damn'd with a Breath , but 'tis ſuch Breath as thine: 


What credit to thy Party can it be, 

T have gain'd fo lewd a Profligate as thee? 

fray d from our Fold, makes us but laugh, not weep; 
We have but loſt what was diſgrace to keep: 

BY them Miſtruſted, and to us a Scorn 

For it is Weaknels at the beſt co turn. 


J True, iadſt thou left us in the former Reign, 


T have prov 'd, ic was nor wholly done for Gain 
Now . thz Meridian Sun is not fo plain. 

Gold is thy Gd, tor a ſubſtantial Sum, 

Thou to the 7-74 wou'dſt run away from Rome, 


And iing his Holy Expedition againſt Chr:/*c:dom. 
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But to conclude, bluſh with a laſting Red, 
(If thou're not mov'd with what's already ſaid ) 
To ſee thy Boars, Bears, Buzards, Wolves, and Owls, 
And all thy other Beaſts, and other Fowls, 
Routed by two poor Mice: ( Unequal fight) 
But eaſy *tis to Conquer in the Right. 
See there a Youth (a ſhame to thy gray Hairs) 
Make a meer Dunce of all thy threeſcore Years, 
What in that tedious Poem haft thou done, 
But cramm'd all «£/op's Fables into one. 
Bur why do I the precious Minutes ſpend 
On him, that wou'd much rather hang, than mend, 
No, Wretch, continue ſtill juſt as thou art, 
Thou'rt now in this laſt Scene, that Crowns thy part; 
To purchaſe Favour, veer with every Gale, 
And againſt Intereſt never ceafe to Rail ; ; 
Tho thou'rt the only proof how Intereſt can prevail, 


0n the Biſhops Confinement. 


Here is there Faith and Juſtice to be found? 
Sure the World trembles, Nature's in a 
{wound ; 
To fee her Pious Sons deſign'd to fall 
A Victim to Religion ; Truth, and all 
The Charms of Viety are no Defence 
Againſt the new-found Power, that can Diſpence 
With Laws, to Murder Sacred Innocence: 
Surely, unleſs fome picying God look down, 
And fiem this Torrent, it will ſhortly drown 
Diviniry it {elf ——— 
'Che Biſhops Priſoners! Can we tamely [ee 
Thoſe Reverend Prelates bow the Knee 
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To Antichriſt 2 No, mighty Monarch, no, 
Though we muſt pay to Czar what we owe, 

vis, | There is a Power Supream, by which you live; 
Whoſe Arm is longer, and Prerogative 

Larger by far than yours; whoſe very Word 

Can blaſt your Hopes,and turn your two-edg'd Sword; 
Can make his Secular Vicegerent know, 

{ Virtue, like Palms depreſt, do higher grow, 

I Though Rob'd in all the Grandeur of your State, 
Courtiers, like Radiant Stars, about you wait : 

1 Midſt of your glorious Joys, when you put on 

d, Þ That awful Preſence which becomes a Throne ; 

J Beſhazzar like, three Words upon the Wall 

Shall blaſt your Joys, and make vour Glorics fall. 
J His Holineſs, that Patriot of Strife, 

J Though he can grant you Pardons, cannot Lite, 
Ariſe then, Mighty Sir, in God-like Mien, 

As of thy Valour, let thy Truth be ſeen ; 

Free from Miſtruſt, let all your Words be clcar ; 
Jy Actions let your Promiſes appear : 

J Protect that Church which brought you to the Crown; 
I You know 'tis Great and Honourable to own 

J A kindneſs done; but to reward with Death 

* Þ} That happy Inſtrument that gave you Breath, 

13 Jhb mean, and might a Cath'lick's Conſcience Sting, 


q To cut the Hand off that Anoints you King. 


mm 


| 
, I Alvice to the Prince of Orange, and the 
Packet- Boat returned. 


J 4dv. HE year of Wonder now is come, 
| A Jubilee proclaim at Rome; 
The Church has pregnant made the Womb. 
K 3 Pat. 


To | 


Pac. 


Pac. 


Pac. 


Pac. 


— Pac, 


Pac. 


Adrw. 


134 


Adr. 


Adv. 


Adv. 


Adrw. 


Adv. 


State Poems Continued, 


No more of the admired Year, 

No more of Jubilee declare 

All Trees that bloſſom do not bear. 
Orange give ore your hopes of Crowns, 
And yield to France the Belgick Towns ; 
And keep your Fleet out of the Downs. 
We'll wait for Crowns, not Intereſt quit, 
Let Lewis take what he can get; 

And do not you proſcribe our Fleet. 

Ye talk of Eighty Men of War, 

Well Rigg'd and Mann'd you fay they are; 
*T was joyful News when it came here. 
Well may the ſound of Eighty Sail, 

Make England's greateſt Courage fail ; 
When half the number will prevail. 

But we tnve ſome upon the Stocks, 

And others laid up in our Docks ; 

Well fitted out, would match your Cocks, 
Talk not as it you'd match our Cocks , 
And Launch your few Ships on the Stocks ; 
And if you can, ſecure your Docks, 
Beſides, we've caii'd our Subjects home, 
Which in your Fleet and Army rome, 

Bur you, they fay, won't let them come. 
Your Subjects, in our Camp and Fleet, 
Whom you with Proclamation greet, 
Will a!l obey when they think fit. 
Soldiers and Seamen both we need, 

O!d Engl:nd's quite out of the Breed ; 
Feather and Scarf won't do the deed. 
Of Men and Arms never deſpair, 

The Civiliz'd Wild Þih are 
Couragious even to Maſſacre. 

Now, if you'd be Yidtorious made. 
Like us, on Hounſlow Maſquerade ; 
Advance your Honour, and your Trade. 


Pac. 
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Par. Then take this Counſel back again, 
Leave off to mimick in Campaign, 
And fight in earneſt on the Main. 
Adv. Buda we ſtorm'd, and took't with eaſe ; 
Do you the ſame upon the Seas, 
And then we'll meet you when you pleaſe. 
Pac, The ſtorming Buda does declare, 
That you the glorious Off-ſpring are 
Of them that made all Fzrope fear. 
Adv, Such Warlike Actions will at leaſt 
Inſpire each neighbouring Monarch's breaſt, 
Till Lewis ſhall compleac the reſt. 
1 Pac. Such Camp, ſuch Siege, and ſuch ſham Shews, 
Make each ſmall State your pow'r oppoſe, 
And Lewis lead you by the Noſe, 


A Stanza lately put upon Tyburn. 


Sacred to Juſtice, Treaſons greateſt awe. 
thou decide the Nations weighty cauſe, 
J And judge between the Judges and the Laws. 
So ſhall no guiltleſs Blood thy Timber e're pollute, 
I But Righteous Laws ſhall vouch all thou ſhalt execute, 


I Hs Reverend Tripos, Guardian of the Law 
0 


—__— 
” 


Pn 


Harry Care's laſt Will and Teſtament. 


| OT Hell it ſelf, nor Gloomy Fate, can ſave 
The lewdeſt Sinner from his Deſtin'd Grave : 
u 


t all the ſooty Surges once mult try, 
Old Charon's Boat's a certain Deſtiny. 


K 4 This 
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This Harry found, whoſe mouldring Corps did call 
For Phyſick-props tuphold the human Wall ; 
Thinking himſelf to Ne plus ultra come, 
He thought of Winding Sheets, and of his Tomb: 
Summon'd his glorious Kindred to appear, 
To ſze his laſt, and his laſt Will co hear; 
The Weeping Crowd the mournful Chambers fill, 
While he in dying Accents makes his Will. 
Imprimis, For my Soul ( if ſuch have) 
I with it buri'd with me in my Grave: 
For if what great Divines do preach and tell, 
Be real Verities of Heaven and Hell, 
Down to the gloomy Shores I ſurely go, 
The ſame I ferv'd above, muſt ſerve below. 
And next, for my dear Wife, who Weeps my fall, 
And is chief Mourner at my Funeral ; 
My ſole Exccutrix I do here make, 
And ler her all my Goods and Chattels take ; 
Pefides, my Province too let her command, 
Thar undiſcover'd lies in Fairy-Land. 
To hergny unfold Pamnklets I bequeath, 
To buy ner Brandy aud Tobacco with : 
And 11 ':: do a Wale or Stallion take, 
I hope tell uſe her kindly for my fake ; 
With equal Strenzth the Marriage- Yoke ſhe'll draw, 
If he but drench her well with U/quebagh. 
My Dauglter next, the Ofi-ſpring of my Bed, 
I pour a double Blefiing on her Head ; 
The only Legacy I can beſtow, 
And more than Heav'n gz. me here below : 
May the the 1: Witneſs -<d, and raiſe, 
A Race of Evidences for our Cafe. 
And for thoſe kinder Folks that propt my Pains, 
T freely icave them both my Pen and Brains : 
May they my lirtic Artifices uſe, 
To raife up Factions, and the C:owd amuſe, 


Till 
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Till being doubly dipt in Infamy, 
Like me unpitied, and unenvy'd dye. 

Now to the num'rous Crowd that do's ſurvive, 
: I only can my dying-Counſel give: 
The Weſtern Emiſfaries I approve, 
And even dying do declare my Love. 
I charge them to ſtand firm unto their Truſt, 
Accounting what's their Intereſt, co be Juſt. 
The Females I commend to Brother Cox, 
Who if he cannot cure, can give the Pox ; 
And may he ſtill the vigorous warmth retain, 
T'impart to ſtroaling She in Street or Lane. 

I've nothing more to pive to all the reſt, 
' }F But leave Ten Thouſand Curſes on the Teſt : 
all, J And whodo its Aboliſhing withſtand, 
I I leave upon them an Eternal Brand. 
$ And for the Penal Laws they like fo well, 
Pll write for their Repeal when I'm in Hell ; 
And if Damn'd Plato's Laws are like to theſe, 
T'il quickly ſue him out a Writ of Eaſe, 
I there will my Occurrence truly ſtate, 
4 Whilſt ſome Infernal Larkin Prints the Cheat ; 
7 I Hell's black Tyrant will both ſooth and praiſe, 
And even in Sulph'rous Styx Sedition raiſe. 


ar 


A new Catch tm praiſe of the Reverend 
F Biſhops. 


TT Engliſhmen, drink a good Health to the Mirre. 

Let our Church ever Flouriſh tho' her Enemies 
Spight Her : 

May their Cunning and Forces no longer prevail, 


And their Malice, as well as their Arguments, fail. 
| Then 


Al 
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Then remember the Seven which ſupported our Caufe, 
As Stout as our Martyrs, and as Juſt as our Laws. 


— — — — 


Proteſtantiſm Reviv'd : or the Perſecuted 
Church Triumphmg. 


N Sable Weeds I ſaw a Matron clad, (was ſad; 
Whoſe Looks were grave , whoſe Countenance 

Penſive with care, ſhe muſing fate alone, 

Her State too, too unhappy to bemoan 3; 

Deep bitter pangs I ſaw her undergo, 

And pay the tribytary drops of woe, 

So wept Ducalion when he ſaw the State 

And face of Nature chang'd and deſolate. 

By this dumb Elegy a while ſh'exprefſ} 

The gloomy forrows of her troubl'd breaſt, 

Then heaving up her head, ſhe ſilence broke, 

And with a heavy ſigh dejected ſpoke. * 

Good God ! what grief ſurrounds my aged head ! 
What new diſtra&ing woes I daily wed, 

Who am by ſpiteful Foes in triumph led ! 

They pierce my ſide with wound , they break my reſt, 
And ſnatch my ſucking Children from my trad 
My elder Sons inhumanly they treat, 

My weaker ones they bubble with Deceir. 

Thus they inſule, thus put me to diſgrace, 

And ſpit their frothy Venom in my face: 
My growing ſorrows to compleat the more, 
I'm flouted by a Babyloniſh Whore, 
Put me to death they can't, ſince Heav'n decreed 
I mutt not dye, though with my Saviour bleed, 
But humbly ſhould in after-times ſucceed ; 


What 


- "8 POPs OY PX 


ſe, 


, 
> 
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What moſt my anxious Soul tormented hath, 
Is, he that ſhould defend, betrays my Faith. 
Thus, thus abus'd, I'm to all Griefs betray'd, 
Thus my Delights are double Sorrows made, 
Who e're was curb'd by ſuch a Concubine ! 
Who ſo perplex'd ! Was ever grict like mine ! 

Then ſhe bow'd down her head, and with her tears 
Bedew'd the parched Earth : when ſtraight appears 
A Comforter by pitying Heav'n ſent 
To raiſe her drooping Spirits almoſt ſpent : 
Who when he had reſpe&ful Homage paid, 
In terms obliging reverently ſaid, 

Mother, I know the cauſe of all thy Grief, 
I'm ſent thy Succor, and thy true Relief : 
Thy God has heard thy Sighs, thy faithful Pray'rs, 
And graciouſly receiv'd thy flowing Tears : 
I'll wipe them off, I'll rugged Grief expel, 
And uſual Joy ſhall in thy Count'nance dwell : 
Tve made thy haughty Domincerers bow, 
And own their Lives they to my hounty owe : 
I've foil'd them all, I have difarm'd them quite; 
They have the power to bark, but not to bite. 
To eaſe your pain, by th' God of Heaven I'm ſent, 
He acts, and I'm the Honour'd Inſtrument. 

Then ſhe aroſe, Joy ſmiling in her Eye, 
And with a cheerful Voice did thus reply : 
Thanks gracious God, thanks thou Victorious Son, 
By whom I have my wonted Glory won : 
Rejoice my Sons, and Hallelujabs ſing 
Unto our Saviour, our Triumphant King. 
For I an Anthem will compoſe, and then, 
We'll ſweetly ſound it to our God. Amen, 
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The Council. 


bh — = . 


To the Tune of, Jamaica. 


ho 
W O Toms and Nat, . 
In Council fat, 
To rigg out a Thankſgiving, 
And make a Prayer, 
For a thing in the Air, 
That's neither Dead nor Living, 
ITT. 
The Dame of Ezf 
As *tis Expreſs'd, 
In her late quaint Epiſtle, 
Did to our Eady, 
Bequeath the Baby, 
With Coral, Bells and Whiſtle. 
I TI. 
With this intent, ſhe to her ſent 
Her Gold and Diamond Bodkin, 
That to conceive, 
She might have leave ; 
And is not this an odd thing ? 
I'V. 
Then a Pot of Ale, 
To the Prince of Wales, 
Tho' ſome are of Opinion, 
That when't comes out, 
A Double Clout 
Will cover his Dominion, 
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The 'Audience, 


H E Criticks that pretend to Senſe, 

Do cavil at the Audience, 
As if his Grace were not as good, 
To bow to, as a piece of Wood. 
Did not our Fathers heretofore 
Their ſenſleſs Deities adore ? 
Did not Old Detphos all along 
Vent Oracles without a Tongue ? 
And wilcit Monarchs did importune 
From the dumb God to know their Fortune, 
Did not the Speaking-Head oi late, 
Of matters Learnedly Debate ? 
And rendred without Tongue or Ears 
Wiſe anſwers to his whiſp'ring Peers ? 
And ſhall we to a living Prince 
Deny the State of Audience ? 
What tho* the Bantling cannor ſpeak ? 
Yet like the Blockhead he may ſqueak ; 
Give Audience by Interpreter, 
The wiſeſt Prince can do no more. 

Then enter with a. Prince's Banner 
vir Charles, after the uſual manner. 
Great Sir, His Holine/s from: Rome 


Greets your high Birth, The Prince, cry d Mum, 


The Conſecrated Pilch and Clout, 

It you'li vouchſafe to hear me out, 
And many ocher Toys I m come 

To lay them to your ſacred Bum. 

S0 young, yet fuch a God-like Ray ! 
Phzbus, your Dad, was Prieſt Dad-a. 
Great Prince, I have no more to ſay. 
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Conducted next, there comes, Great Sir, 
An Envoy from the Emperor, 

To Gratulate your lucky Fare, 

Thar gives to England's Throne new date 
We joy that any thing ſhould Reign, 

To baftle Orange and the Dane. 

The Youth, to ſee them thus beguil'd, 

In token of his Favour ſmil'd. 

But at the Spaniard laugh'd outright, 

As ſhamm'd again in Erghty Eight. 

Next, having paſs'd the inward Centry, 
The doubtful Aon/iexr made his entry : 
The Kino my Maſter, Sir, has ſent 

Your Royal Birth to complement ; 

If you will make ic but appear, 

That you are England's Lawful Heir. 

Here Lady Pew took him ſhort, 

Have you a King ? Thank Maz'rine for't / 
Fr. man | //boe're the Father was, the Mother 


Was France's Q). ( P — 5) Who queſtions t'other 2 


At this Reproof he pawn'd a Purſe, 

And parting mads his Peace with Nurſe. 
The Dane, the Swede, with other Nations, 
Come in with loud Congratulations. 

Upon the Swede fo fam'd for Battel, 

He caſt a frown, and ſhook his Rattle. 

And for the Dane, who rook the part 

Of good Prince George, he let a fart. 

This put him in a fullen fit, 

Nurſe {carce could dance him out of it. 
When an Amouoſtador from Poland, 

Knock'd at the Dour, and YVelr from Holland, 
He crying ſuck'd, and ſucking cry'd, 
When Lady Governets repiy'd, 


Peace, Fr::ce, peace, rrimce, peace, pretty Prince, 


And let the Stwes have Audience. 


—_———— dts © 
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Dutch-man.] From Holland I am hither ſent, 
To Challenge, not to Complement. 

Prepare with ſpeed your Twenty Sail, 

Your twice four thouſand on the Nall ; 

Which by your Senate was enatted, 

With Orange, when your Sire contrafed. 

The Name of Holland did aftright, 

And make th'young Hero ſcream outright. 
But, Orange nam'd, the Royal Elf, 

The ſweet, ſweet Babe, beſhit himſelf. 
Tyrcomnel, who came o're no leſs 

Than to be made his Governels, 

To take her leave, by luck came in, ; 
She ſuck*d his Noſe, and lick'd him clean. 
Laſt came the Lady H—= from } lay, 
Mov'd by Inſtin& he cry'd, Aanma, 

And poited to the Queen away. 


143 


Ai Epiſtle to Mr. Dry en, 


Ryden, thy Wc has Catterwaul'd too long, 
[) Now 4.-70, Lero, 15 the only Song. - 
Whar Singing, Dancing, interludes of late, 
Stuff, and fer off our poodly Farce of Stare ? 
Nor 4/vewil can turn a deep Intrigue, 


Till firft well warm'd with Biſhop Talge!'s Jigg. 


JV Y--- »cannat lieep, or if a Nap he takes, 


His Lream forme O!d Tre//i/:an Ballad breaks. 


I But was ee {een the like, in Proſe or Metre, 


To this mad Play, or work of Father Perre ? 
At Court no longer Punchionello takes, 


I Each Scene, Part, Cue, miſhapen to the Mac's. 


Suck 
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Such Plot, and the Cataſtrophe is luch, 

We mult be either Iriſh all, or Dutch. 

Our very Judges in We/tminſter-Hall, 

Like their Old Roof, were Iriſh Timber all. 
And (bleſs us!) Tiſþ Wolves are brought to keep 
The Nation, grown now all fuch filly Sheep ; 
Such errand Atles, errand Cattle made, 

Or to be yok'd, or faddl'd, fleec'd, or flead. 
O Martyr's Son, thy Deſtiny is ſhown 

Such props are for a Scaffold, not a Throne : 
So Funo, in her impotence of rage, 


By Heav'n deny'd , did Hell's black Pow'rs engages 


Yet ſped the Heroe : Fove and Fate were ſtrong ; 
Religious care! He took his Gods along : 
But hark, O hark, the Be/zgick Lyon roars, 
And ſhakes afar the French and Britiſh Shoars : 
- One Brandy drinks, one mad with Prophecies : 
TL ord ! whar they tell us of ſome Prince from Frizes 
Arms,. and the Man they ſing, no French fineſs, 
But hearty blows, and Brandenburg Addreſs. 
Hence Vigour, and our Figure comes agen, 
We riſe, and walk, all true erected Men. 
The force of thoſe C:ircamn Cups ſubdu'd 
And the wild Charms our new Armida brew'd, 
The Witchcraft he (our true Rmalds) broke, 
And g:ubs the bale pretenders to his ſtock. 

Bur oh ! what Spirir of deceit atar, 
Poil:{s'd our Pulpits, and bewitch'd tie Bar ! 
What Baie, what Miſchief on poor Mortals ſhed 
By Vermii, from the Laws corruption bred. 
Tho to their :þ Rook no Cobwebs cleave, 
Below, what ſtrife and endleſs toyls they weave : 
Wanting brave ſtrength co ſtrangle men to death, 
What Frauds they hide ! What Venom underneath! 
And when ſome ſhorter courſe to Murder's ſhown, 
Cry, O chac (luſcious) Point ! they gain'd the Crown. 


Sons | 
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| Sons of the Pulpit the ſame meaſures keep, 
And of that ſame ſtumm'd Cup have drunk as deep. 
Agog for ſome odd Tranſubſtantiate thing, 
Chimera Reign, or Metaphylick King, 
Sublim'd to School-Divinity extreams, SPE 
Their Brains would crow with Patriarchal Dreams. 
So high from ſolid honeſt Wiſdom blow n, 
They'd have ſome Hippo-Centaur on the Throne, 
Not Law ordain'd, but by ſome God appointed, 
Not Lay-elected, but by Prieſt ————_ x9 
Away this Goblin Witchcraft, Prieſtcraft Prince z 
Give us a King, Divine; by Law and Senſe. 

Now Bar. and Pulpit to Dragoons a ſport, 
Their Cauſe is carri'd to the laſt Effort. 
Princes in more compendious method teach, 


Force is their way ; let Old Apoſtles Preach. 


What's ſtabliſh'd Law, where ſtanding Armies come, 
Or.who'll talk Goſpel to a Kettle-Drum 2? 
When God would hear,. where Giants did oppreſs, 
The ſeveral Nations had. their Hercules. 


J So were the Horns of griz!y Violence broke ; 


So people freed from triple Geryon's Yoke. 
The various Snake in Lerna-Lough that bred; 


J That loll'd and hiſs'd to Death, at every head, 


Nemean Lion, Erymanthian Boar, 


J In Bogs that wallow, and on Hills that roar : 


All by his God-like Prowefs done away, . 


Their Lawlefs Rule, and that Gigantick ſway. 


In vain whilſt this high Vertue Nations ſought, 
The Naſſau-Hopſe were never yet without. 
Nor is confin'd to Provinces their care, 


I Their gen'rous /abour neighb'ring Kingdoms ſhare. - 


Here the foul Herd flee from his lifred hand, 
That long had made a Stable of the Land. 
The Monſter of the Lough, new Lerna-Plague 
But ſcarce in head ) the Bog-begotten Teagne, x 
The 
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The ravenous Kind, the Harpies ſharp for prey, 
With Birds obſcene, and uncouth to the day. 
No Den, no Ditch, no rouſting for them more, 
Now, now is come our Hercules aſhore. 
Vile Fraud diſpell'd, and ſuperſtitious Miſts : 
He from our Temple drives all Knaves and Prieſts, 
Then warmer Wallop, in due Scarlet ſhown, 
To Coffee-Dick bequeaths his ruſty Gown. 
Oh Dryden, if this Hercules were thine, 
How wou'd his Club, and Atrlas-ſhoulders ſhine : 
How wou'd(t thou all our Maids of Honour fright. 
Wich naughty Tale, of Fifty in a Night ? 
Howe'er, no more let Xawier mar thy Pen, 
No Miracle to forty thouſand men. 

When Law, and bald Divinity begins, 

Why then the marvel that a Poet (ins. 


—— — 


The DREAM. 


Eary'd with Bus'nefs, and with Cares oppreſt, 
My Faculties were Doz'd, and fond of reſt, 

An unuſual heavineſs did on me creep, 

My Soul indulg'd it, yet I could not fleep. 

Dreams ſhort and frighteful vext me all the Night, 

I found I was betray'd, and long'd for Light ; 

The firſt ſuch Wonders brought within my view, 

And when I wak'd I almoſt thought them true, 

Methought I ſaw great Fulizs ſadly lye 

Bleeding from all his Wounds, and Brutas by. 

The ungrateful Bru:#s which he doted on, 

With Meager Caſjixs pleas'd with what he'ad done. 

Crying, the World and Brutws are my own. 


I nearer 
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[ nearer drew to view the Ghaſtly Trunk, 
But oh! the Scene was chang'd, Cz/ar was ſunk ; 
"Twas Charles the Second, which lay mangl'd there, 
The Sacrificing Tribe too did appear, 
Brutus and Caſſius, York and Petre were. 
Charles weeping, pralpd his Brother by the hand, - 
I heard him fighing fay, Within my Land 
A faithful Pious Mother thou wilt command, | 
Who in the atmoſt of Extremity, 
When all but her, and much upbraided I 
Wou'd from the Crown have quite excluded thee, 
Preach* d up thy forfeit Title by our Laws, 
And in thy baniſhment maintain thy Cauſe ; 
Paflive Obedience thou haſt much in ſtore, 
But do not urge it to thy urmoſt pow'r. 
James to preſerve her moſt devourly ſwore ; | 
Charles dy d, and Fames diſcharg'd his Oath next hour, 
”, HE Ifaw the Priefts flock in: the Biſhops out, | 
aw Petres cram the Wafer down his Throat, £ 
Tho' dead, it ſav'd the Heretick no doubt. 
Ifaw him poorly buri'd, in the Night, | 
q A wretched Train, and a more wretched ſighr ; 
* Tome it ſeem'd a Fun'ral in Diſguiſe, 
For fear his Creditors ſhou'd his Body ſeize. 
[ ſaw him ſhewn for two perce in a Cheſt, 
Like Monk, Old Harry, Mary, and the reſt, 
And if the Figure anſwer'd its intent, 
In ten years time 'twould buy a Monument. 
My Fancy brought me back again to Court, 
Where only Fools Adviſe, and Knav-s Reſort, : 
Our Kingdoms Curſe, and other Nations Sport. 

[ heard the Feſaits tn a grand Cabal, 

Reſolve to Root out Here/y, or fall, 

Each his particular Opinion gave ; ; 

They cry'd, an Opportunity we have 
To fetrer her, who kept us long her S'ave. 

L. 2 Imme- 
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Immediatly they pitch'd upon a Rule, 

How to'ſupprels it by a forward Fool ; 

A bawling blundering ſenſeleſs Tool. 

Whoſe Mouthing at White-Chappel firft began, 
Who regularly to his Greatneſs ran 

Thro' all the vile degrees of Treachery, 

And now Uſurps the Court of Equity ? 

He ſaid, If you wou'd bring the Clergy down, 
Ere& a Court-Commiſlion from the Crown, 
And for Diſpencing Law let me alone. 

They hugg'd their bubble, and the deed was done: 
Petre grew Fat, and with Mandamnus's, 
Canker'd the Worthy Univerſtres. 


The ſeats of Learning Block-Heads might command, 


Yet the King's Promiſe to the Church doth ſtand. 
Next, Liberty of Conſcience was Ordain'd;; 

The Biſhops for Contempt were then Arraign'd 
'Fhe Nobles and the Commons Cloſetted, 

The Penal Laws muſt be Aboliſhed : 

If you refuſe, your Principles are baſe, 

Diſloyal, and you loſe our Royal Grace, 

And each that has Dependencies his Place. 
Rocheſter fell, the Loyal Herbert ſtarv'd; 

Each that forſook his God, his Monarch ferv'd : 
Somer{et loſt his Troops, and Shrewsbury, 

Oxford was ſtripp'd. So Scarſdal, Lumbley z 

And many more too tedious to relate, 

By whom in ſafety, Fames, thou now dolt ſit. 
When thou perceiv'dſt no comfort from this Wile, 
Thy Dame immediately was quick wich Child ; 
The Princeſs at the Bath when it-was Born, 

The Biſhops in the Tower, yet had he ſworn 

The Church of England never ſhould be wrong'd: 
Upon this News the Hot-brain'd Pazifs Throng'd; 
I wak'd, and as I on my Dream Refleted, 

My reaſonable Notions thus projected : 


| 


O King, | 
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O King, I cry'd, thy Meaſures run too faſt, 
And thou wilt find the curſe of it at laſt ; 

Why doſt thou wrong thy Country, ſhame thy life, 
To pleaſe falſe Priefs, and an ungrateful fe ; 
A Wife, whoſe Character has always been 

A Fawning Ducheſs, and a Sawcy Queen ? 
How canſt thou ſuffer Petre's Inſolence, 

Who only makes a harveſt of his Prince. 

A Slave, to Rule Three Kingdoms, Govern thee, 
Yet ne'er was Maſter of a Family ? 

This Serpent envying thy Happineſs, 

Has crept into thy Eve, whole wilfulneſs 

Has certainly betray'd thy Paradiſe ; 

Diſcerning Hallifax thy Fall foreſaw, 

And early did his ſlighted Faith withdraw ; 

He needs no pardon for the Advice he gave, 
Which ſhews him honeſter than ſome that have, 
Under the Roſe Men uſe their mind to tell, 

But now Myne-Heir *tis under the Broad Seal ; 

O Naſſaw, with thy promis'd Succours come, 
And be to us like Anthony to Rome : 

Thy Wife ſhall young O&aviz's place ſupply, 
And thoſe that have betray'd our Country fly ; 
Unleſs the King to prove the Prince his own, 
Shall to the Lyons Den preſent his Son ; 

And if the Royal Brute do not deſtroy, 

The Infant, By Chriſt *tis his none Fey. 


Rr — 


| —_—_— — _— — 


Over the Lord Dover's Door. 1686. 


Nhappier Age who're ſaw, 
When Truth doth go for Treaſon ; 
Every Blockhead's Will for Law, 
And Coxcomb's Senſe for Reaſon. NE 
L 2 eli- 
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Religion's made a Bawd of State, The 
To ſerve the Pimps and Panders, Gaz 
Our Liberty a Priſon-Gate, Anc 
' And Iiſbmen Commanders. T 
O Wretched 1s our Fate ! The 
' What Dangers do we run ! Anc 
We muſt be wicked to be Great, 1 
And to be Juſt, undone. On: 
*Tis thus our Sov'raign, keeps his Word, Live 
And makes the Nation Great ; 
To Iriſhmen he truſts the Sword, hoes 
To Feſaits the State. 


— 


Over the Lord Salsbury's Door. 1686. 


F Cecil the Wiſe, 


From his Grave ſhould ariſe, Wh 
And look the fat B-— in the Face. J 
He'd take him from Maſs, V 
And turn him to Graſs, To 
And ſwear he was none of his Race. 
| V 
ck —— www F 
; And 
To the Speaking-Head. Y 
1 
'm come my future Fate to ſeek, Tis 
Speak then, Celeſtial Block-head ſpcak. 
| Anſwer. 


Had'ſt thou not conſulted with the Witch at Rome, 
Thou need'ſt not thus, like Saul, to Ender come 
To ſeek out ( Brother ſolid-head ) thy Doom. 


The 


|UMI' 
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The Hearts of all thy Friends are loſt and gone ; 
Gazing they ſtand, and grieving round thy Throne, 
And ſcarce believe thou art the Martyr's Son. 

Thoſe whom thou favoureſt, merit not thy Grace, 
They, to their Intereſt, Sacrifice thy Peace, 
And will in forrow make thee end thy days. 

Tempt not thy Fate too far, do not rely 
On force or fraud ; Why ſhould ſt thou, Monarch, why, 
Live unbelov'd, and unlamented dye 2? 


—_—_—_— A eons = n—n—n—— 


Eſſay written over bis Door upan an Injlitus 
tion and Induttion. 


| 
 þ IS a ſtrange thing to think on, 
That old Tom of Lincoln, 
Who writ for the Reformation, 
Shou'd ſo baſely ſubmit, 
Without Honour, or Wit, 
To the Reading the Declaration. 
II. 
Whoever takes Order 
From this Satan Recorder, 
And thinks to go out a Divine, 
Will find it a Folly 
To expect the Ghoſt Holy, 
'Tis the Devil that garters the Swine. 


wad 
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The Fable of the Pot and Kettle, as it was 
told by Collonel Titus the Night before ly 


Riſs'd the King's Hand. I 
Wh 

S down the Torrent of an angry Flood, Pay 

"X An Earthen Pot, -and a Braſs Kettle flow'd ; / 
The heavy Caldron, ſinking and diſtreſs'd Bui 
By his own Weight, and the fierce Waves oppreſs'd, For 


Sily beſpoke the lighter Veſlel's Aid ; 

And to the Earthen' Pitcher friendly ſaid, _ 
Come, Brother, why ſhould we divided loſe 

The ſtrength of Union, and our ſelves expoſe 

To the Tnfales of this poor paltry Stream, 

Which with United Forces we can ſtem 2? 


Tho' different 'heretofore have been our Parts, / 
The Common Danger reconciles our Hearts ; 

Here, lend me thy kind Arm to break the Flood. Bu 
The Pitcher this New Friendſhip underſtood, W, 
And made this Anſwer ; Tho' I wiſh for Eaſe Sot 
And Safety, this Alliance does not pleaſe ; Bui 
Such different Natures never will agree, Th 
Your Conſtitution is too rough for me z Th 
If by the Waves I againſt you am toſt, Of 
Or you to me, I equally am loſt ; Th 
And fear more Miſchief from your hardned-ſide, He 
Than from the Shores, the Billows, or the Tide : | 

I calmer Days and ebbing Waves attend, 

Rather than buoy you up, and ſerve your end, 

To periſh by the Rigor of my Friend. 


Þas 
be 
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The Moral. 


TY Earn hence ( ye Whigs ) and att no more like Fools, 
Ner truſt their Friendſhip who wou'd make you Tovls 3 
While empty Praiſes and ſmooth Flatt"rys ſerwe ;; | 
Pay with feign'd Thanks , what their feign'd [miles de- 
ſerve : 
But let not the Alliance farther paſs ; 
For know that you are Clay, and they are Braſs, 


Epitaph on Harry Care. 


True Diſlenter here does lie indeed, 
He ne're with any or himſelf agreed ; 
But rather than-want ſubjets to his ſpite, 
Wou'd ſnake-like turn , and his own Tail wou'd bite. 
Sometime, *tis true, he took the faſter fide ; 
But when he came by ſuff ring ta be try'd, 
The Craven ſoon betray'd his Fear and Pride: 
Thence, Seztle-like, he to recanting fell 
Of all he wrote, or fanci'd to be well ; 
Thus purg'd from good ; and thus prepar'd by evil, 
He fac'd to Rome, and marcht off to the Devil. 


154 State Poems Continued. 


ALenten PROLOGUE reſus'd by the 


Players, 1682. 


() U R Prologue-Wit grows flat : the Naps worn off; 


And howſoe're We turn, and trim the Stuff, 
The Gloſs is gone; that look'd at firſt fo gaudy ; 
*Tis now no Jeſt to hear young Girls talk Baudy, 
But Plots, and Parties give new matter birth ; 
And State Diſtractions ſerve you here for mirth ! 


While FaRtious Heats deſtroy us, without Shame 
Theſe wanton Neroe: fiddle to the Flame. 

The Stage, like old Rump-Pulpits, is become 

The Scene of News, a furious Party's Drum, 

Here Poets beat their Brains for Voluntiers, 

And take faſt hold of Afles by their Ears. 

Their ging!ing Rhime for Reaſon here you ſwallow ; 
Like Orpheus Muſick makes Beaſts to follow. 

What an enlightning Grace is want of Bread? ( Head! 
How it can change aLibeller's heart,and clear a Lawreat's 
Open his Eyes till the Mad Prophet ſee Medal. 
Plots working in a future power to be. P. 41, 
Traitors unform'd to his Sccond Sight are clear ; ( 


Art Eng/and's coſt Poets now purchaſe Fame, 


And Squadrons here, and Squadrons there appear ; 
Rebellion is the Burden of the Seer. 

To Bay: in Vition were of late reveal'd 

Whig Armies,that at Knightsbridge lay conceal'd. ( Reher. 
And tho no mortal Eye could ſee't before Com. p. 31. 


The Battel was juſt entring at the Door ! Rehearl, 
A dangerous Aſſociation ſign'd by None ! Comedy 
The Joyner's Plot to ſeize the King alone! p:. 52. 
Stephen with College made his Dire compact ; ; 
The watchful :{b took 'em in the Fact ——- 

Of riding arm'd ! Oh Traiterous Over: Act 


Wich 
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With each of *em an ancient Piſtol fided ; 
the | Againſt che Statute in that Caſe provided. 
But why was ſuch an Hoſt of Swearers preſt ? 
Their Succour was ill Husbandry at beſt. 
Bays's crown'd Muſe by Sovercign Right of Satyr, 
ff; | Without Deſert can dub a Man a Traytor. 
L And Tories, without troubling Law or Reaſon, 
By Loyal Inſtin& can find Plots and Treaſon. 
But here's our Comfort, though thev never ſcan 
The Merits of the Cauſe, but of the Man, 
Our gracious Statetmen vow not to forſake 
Law — that is made by Judges whom they Make. 
Behind the Curtain, by Cowur-Wires, with eaſe 
They turn thoſe Pliant Puppets as they pleaſe. 
With frequent Parliaments our hop?s they feed, 
Such ſhall be ſure ro meet — but when there's Need. 
When a ſick State, and ſinking Church call for 'em, 
Then *tis our Torics moſt of all abhor 'em. 
N 3 & Then Pray'r, that Chriſtian Weapon of Defence 
Grateful ro Heaven, at Court is an Offence, 
aC If it dare ſpeak the untamper'd Nacions ſenfc. 
as I Nay, Paper's Tumule, when our Scnates ceaſe ; 
dal. & And ſome Mens Names alone can break the Peace. 
41, IF Petitioning diſturbs the Kingdom's Quier 
As chuling honeſt Sheriffs makes a Riot. 
; To puniſh Raſcals, and bring France to Reaſon, 
Is to be hot, and preſs things out of Seaſon ; 
And to damn Popery, is I; Treaſon. 
er. I} To love the King, and Knaves about him hate, 
3!: } ba Fanatick Plot againſt the State. 
ul. Þ To Skreen his Perſon from a Popilh Gun, 
dy I Has all the miſchicf in't of Ferty One. 
52+ I To fave our Faith, and keep our Freedom's Charter, 
Is once again to make a Royal Martyr. 
This Logick is of Tory's deep indiring, 
The very beft they have— but Oaths, and Tighting. 
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Let 'em then Chime it on, if 'twill oblige ye, 

And Royer vapour 0'er us in Effgy. 

Ler *em in Ballads give their folly Vent, 

And ſing up Nonſenſe to their Hearts content. 

If for the King (as All's pretended ) they 

Do here drink Healths,and Curſe, ſure we may pray ; 
Heaven once more keep him then for Healing Ends, 
Safe from old Foes—but maſt from his new Friends! 
Such Proteſtants as prop a Popiſh Cauſe, 

And Loyal Men, that break all Bounds of Laws' 
Whoſe Pride is with his Servants Salaries fed, 

And when they've ſcarce left him a Cruſt of Bread, 
Their corrupt Fathers foreign Steps to follow, ( low. 
Cheat even of Scraps, and that laſt Sop would ſwal. 
French Fetters may this Iſle no more endure; 

Spite of Rome's Art ſtand England's Church ſecure, 
Not from ſuch Brothers as deſire to mend it, 

But falſe Sons, who deſigning worſe to rend it , , 
With leud Lives and no Fortwnes would defend it. 


On Eaſter-day 87. this was found fixed on 
the King's Chappel Door. 


HEN God Almighty had his Palace fram'd, 
That Glorious ſhining Place he Heaven Nam'd; 
And when the firſt Rebellious Angels fell, 
He Doom'd them to a certain place , call'd Hell. 
Here's Heaven and Hell confirm'd by Sacred Story, 
Bur yet I ne'er could read of Purgatory, 
That cleanſing-place which of late years is found, 
For finning-Souls to Flux in till they're ſound : 
The Prieſt form'd that for the good Roman Race, 
Our Maker never thought of fach a place, 


Ys 


Oh 
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Oh Rome! we'll own thee for a Learn'd wiſe Nation, 
To add a place wanting in God's Creation. 


— — 


— 


Upon KR. J. Piſtolling a Maſtiff Dog at 


Banbury, in his laſt Progreſs. 


HE Poets tell us idle Tales to pleaſe us, 
ih Of mighty Perſeus, Hercules, and Theſeus ; 
And ſeveral other gallant Heroes too, 
Who ev'ry one their ſeveral Monſters ſlew. 
The Mzmotaur did Theſews bravely Slaughter, 
And then as bravely Sw—d the King's own Daughter, 
Nemean Lyon bold Hercules did choak, 
And of his Skin made him a laſting Cloak. 
The far-fam'd Perſeus kill'd a mighty Whale, 
And all t enjoy Ardromeda's brown Tail. 
Hiſtorians all the Great St. George admire, 
For murd”'ring horrid Dragon that pic Fire. 
But what concerns us yet far more to tell, 
One of theſe Heroes ſlew the Dog of Hell ; 
Renown'd Attempts ( youll all confeſs) if crue, 
But our great F—-£ did more than this, ( Morblear) : 
He who before, t immortalize his Name, 
Loft dreaded England all her Naval Fame; 
He who return'd from Belgick Lions Roar, . 
When Sandwich ſunk in ſight of Seurhwold Shore ; 
He who two Summers but of late fat down 
With all his Forces before Hownſlow Town , 
And nothing elſe but bare Diſhonour won ; 
He, when he ſaw his Loving Friend afſail'd 
By furious Maſtiff-Cur, Ear-ſnip'd, bob-tail'd, 
Eyes darting Fire, and with his Boo-woo's fierce, 
Ready to ſeize the Lord-Lieutenant's Horſe: 
"Tis 


158 State Poems Continued. 


'Tis true, quoth he, to ſhew that wondrous Might 
Which I have long conceal'd from Humane Sight : 
With furious Tone purſuing then his Speech, 
Fanatick Dog, forbear my Royal Breech, 
( He cry'd ) For know thou art but bluntly pointed, 
Toough ſharp thy Fangs , to touch the Lord's Anointed, 
To which the Dog, who never Scripture read, 
And ſcorn'd to call an Earthly Monarch, Dread. 
T am no Dog (quoth he) to Fawn and Flattcr, 
But I Addreſs according to my Nature: 
However know I am a Dog of Senſe, 
That s more than may be ſaid of many a Prince. 
With this the mighty 7 a Piſtol drew, 
Diſcharg'd, and ſhot the Maſtiff thro” and thro: 
Some ſay that, YVulcan-like, he riv'd his Brain, 
No matter which, the Dog receiv d his Bane, 
By Royal Hand for fatucy Language ſlain, 
And both gor Honour, Dog and Sov'reign, 
The Sov reign had the Honour Dog to kill ; 
The Maſtiff, that a Prince his Gore did fpill ; 
Now then, come down from Heav'n (ye Cur) come 
down, 
Thou whom the ſultry Summers fo renown: 
Reſign that Place of thine more juitly due 
To this ſame Dog, whom God's V icegerent flew: 
Surely a Dog ſo dignifi'd in Story, 
Is th' only Dog with Conſtellations Glory. 
And, you, who in your Signs St. George advance, 
Trampling o're Dragon's Jaws pierc'd through with 
Lance , 
Alter your painting, and ſet up'in place, 
The braveſt Hero of the Scotith Race, 
Diſcharging Thunder from his gaudy Saddle, 
And Maſtiff proſtrate in a goary Puddle : 
So ſhall you Truth advance o're Fabulous Toyes, 
And Dog and Monarch both Immortalize. 


be 
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The Metamorphoſis. 


AD the late fam'd Lord Rocheſter ſurviv'd, 


We'd been inform'd who all our Plots contriv'd; 
Authors and Acors we had long ſince ſeen, c 


In ſharpeſt Satyrs they'd recorded been , 

Tho' Captain, Doctor, Lord, Duke, K--g, or Queen: 
His bold and daring Muſe had ſoar'd on high, 

And brought down true Intelligence from the Sky. 
He oft the Court has of its Vices told, 

While Prieſts pretend they dare not be fo bold ; 
Tho they're Heav'n's Meſſengers, it's Livery wear 
Receive it's bounteous Salary, yet they dare, 
Negle& their Duty, or for Gain or Fear, 

Connive at what's direQly oppoſite, 


And e're they'll give Offence, each turn a Proſelite: 


Witneſs the diſmal Change that now is come, 

Long fince expected by the Church of Rome. 

The Calves of Dan and Bethel bleat aloud, 

And Feroboam worſhips in the Croud 

Our upſtart Stateſmen turn with every Wind 

That blows from Kore, to Senſe and Truth are blind. 
But yet, though ten of our twelve Tribes ſhou'd fall, 
And worſhip Dagon, Aſhtaroth, and Baal; 

A Remnant will remain, who firm will itand, 

To God, Religion, and their Native Land, 

Who will not bow themſelves to th' Romiſh Yoke , 
Though they ſhare Sydney's or brave Ruſſell's Stroke, 
Nor can this Eg ypr's Darkneſs long remain, 

A Star of Feſſe will once ſhine out again; 

Scotch Vermine, Þſþ Frogs, French Locuſts; All 
That ſwarm both at St. Fames's and H:itehall; 
Though now advanc'd to all Truſt, all Command, 
All Offices enjoy by Sea and Land, 


Shall 
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Shall, when this Sun doth ſet, no more appear 
Within the Confines of our Hemiſphere. 

A Pincely Branch remains will on us ſmile, 

And ſpread irs goodly Boughs quite o're the Iſle; 
Confirm our ſtaggering Hopes, remove our Fears; 
And turn to Balm of Gilead all our Tears ; 

The Church and State ſhall nouriſh as before, 

Juſt Judges to the needful Bench reftore ; | 
And thoroughly purge the Judgment-Seat from thoſe 
Who make the Laws themſelves the Laws Oppoſe; 
For ſuch there are, and in the higheſt Place, 

Who their Profeſſion do fo much diſgrace 

That many fear their Grievance to unfold, 


160 


Where Law and Conſcience both are bought and ſold; 


Qur Pulpits roo ſhall be adorn'd with thoſe 

Who turn not with each Blaſt of Wind that blows ; 

Who dare teach Truth, and dare that Truth main- 
tain, 


Not mov'd by Threatnings, Frowns, Favour, or Gain s 


That dare declare againſt the Sins o'th Nation, 
While others of that Tribe embrace the Faſhion. 
Nor thenceforth ſhall thoſe Black-Coat Vipers come, 
Who here are daily diſembogu'd from Kome ; 
Where Sins of all Kinds, and of all Degrees, 

( The Church Revenues, and the Office Fees 
Being Diſcharg'd) Religiouſly are done, 

Tho''t be to murther Father, Brother, Son ; 
Raviſh a Siſter, with a Daughter do 

What Nature has a juſt abhorrence to ; 

For which, it Purgatory or Hell you'l ſhun, 

Fee the Prieſts largely, and your Work is done; 
They're Delegates to him that keeps the Keys, 
And can't admit one Soul wichout the Fees ; 

For he, as God, in Heav'n and Earth has Pow 'r 
To Crown and to Uncrown in the ſame Hour 
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Unmake and Make, Create and Uncreate, 
To Torments after Death can give a'Date ; 
From him proceeds inevitable Fate. | 
Theſe Imps do now in Crowds eachother follow, 
And hope e're long Churches and Bells to hallow ; 
To teach. you how to worſhip to the Eaft, - 
Preſcribe us Faſts, while they themſelves do Feaſt ; 
. I Whole Loads of Religues they have got together, 
© (Ay, and Saint Perer's Shadow's gliding hither ; 

In th'Abby ſhortly will be kept a Fair, 

Where you may bo ſuch conſecrated Ware, 

As England has not ſeen this hundred Year. 
4, For 'tis not France, nor Italy, nor Spain, 

* HThat can the thouſandth Part of Saints contain ; 

For Saints, by Canonizing, do become, 


» By an infallible Deception made at Rome, 
4- YNot only Omnipreſent, but beſide, 

| YOne into rwenty thouſand they divide : 
"> 


The like with other Reliqugs they can do, 
oeps's old Coat, the Virgin Mary's Shoe ; 
int Peter's Sword that cut off Malchus Ear ; 
The Hoof's o'th* filly Aſs which Chriſt did bear ; 
The Right Eye of Fohn Bapriſ#, and the Apoſtle 
i. Thomas's Shoulder Blade-bone, with the Gr.ltle ; 
The Virgin Mary's Milk fold by the Quart ; | 
Nay, th'Blood and Water, which from Jeſu's Heart 
Was by a Soldier let out with a Spear, 
by Miracle kept *bove ſixteen hundred year : 
beſides all chis, more Nails to ſhew there be, 
That fix'd our Saviour Chriſt unto the Tree , 
Than twenty Smiths in a whole Day can make ; 
Yet all theſe for the ſame the Church does take, 
Bleſs me, thought I , good Heaven! What does this 
mean * 


uch Trumpery by me ſhall ne're be ſeen ; 
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No, nor the Monſters, that were nam'd before; 
Altho* a Trumpet ſtood before the Door, 

And, after diſmal Sopnd on Ludgate-Hill, 
Where Porcupine of you did caſt his Quill ; 
Where Crocodile, Rhinoceros, and Baboon, 
With other Prodigies are daily ſhown; 

Invice me in, I wou'd not ſtir, I ſwear, 

To ſee thoſe more Prodigious— there. 


Czſar's Choſt. 


, Was ſtill low Ebb of Night, when not a Star 
Was twinkling in the muffled Hemiſphere ; 
But all around in horrid-Darknefſs mourn'd, 
As if old Chaos were again return'd ; 
When not one Gleam of the eternal Lighe 
Shot thro' the ſolid Darkneſs of the Night ; 
In diſmal Silence Nature ſeem'd to ſleep, 
And all the Winds were buri'd in the Deep ; 
No whiſpering Zephyrus aloft did blow, 
Nor warring Boughs were murmuring below ; 
No falling Waters daſh'd, no Rivers purl'd ; 
Bur all conſpir'd to huſh the drowſy World. 
When on my Couch in thoughtleſs Slumbers wrapt, 
T lay repos'd ;3 -—- My very Soul too ſlept 
In peaceful Dulneſs, ſilent and ſerene, 
. Till *rwas debauch'd and waken d into Dream. 
Methought I faw a dark and diſmal Vault, 
Whoſe Horror cannot be conceiv'd by Thought, ; 
And ſfeem'd by ſome Infernal Magick wrought ; 
So vaſt and ſo perplexing intricate, 
As if the dreadful Court of Death and- Fate ; 
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And yet of Kings the great Repoſiter, . 
And only Royal Duſt lies mouldering here. 
Amongſt theſe Monuments of Sacred Fame, 
Great Ceſar ſtood ; Cx/ar, whole deathleſs Name; 
When Shrines decay, triumphant ſhall remain, _ 
While Senſe, good Nature, Wit, and Love ſhall reign. 
While I with awful Fear and Trembling, paid 
Humble Oblations to the mighty Dead, 
Methoughbt the ſweating Marble did unclofe, : 
- And from Death's Manſion the dead Monarch roſe $ 
His Eves de. all ſcatter'd a ſullen Light, 
Such as divides the breaking Day from Night ; 
By whoſe faint Rays the Objet f diſcern'd | 
All pale ——— with ghaſtly Majeſty adorn'd. | | 
His ſtiffen'd Loyns a purple Mansle bore, ; { 


= —_—Y_— or nm HI Tn om 
_—— : "= 


His Brows a Wreath of wither'd. Lawrels wore, 
Such as had flouriih'd there in Life before, 4 
Now forth he ſtalks, ſilent as Shadows glide, | 
Or Clouds that skim the Air while they divide | 
As quick as thought che faichlets.Fown he palt, 
And towards the Camp.of wonderous Fame does vat?, ' 
While Midnight Fogs furround his awful Head, 
And down his Locks their baneful Poyſon ſhed ; 1 
The wandring airy Demons at the View, | 
And all the Joni Fatwws's withdrew 3 ; 
Beccate let fall her charm-preparing Weeds, ( treads } 
"' FF Wondring what unknown Pow'r Earth's Surface > 
Which more than that which the invokes,ſhe dreads. ) 
She flies all frighted with erected Hair, | 
And ſcarce her Broomſtaff bears her thro* the Air 7 
; From his dread Preſence every Evil ran, 
Except that more-exalted Evil, Man : 
Not the firſt Race of lefs corrupted Fiends, | 
Till caughe by Man, knew half their new-coin'd Sins. 
Thrice wich Majeſtick pace he walks the round, 
Surveying the Pavilions utmoſt bound, 
And uſ:iefs Grandeur every where he found. Phr- 
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Philippi, nor the fam'd Phar/alian Field, 

Did not more ſigns of Glorious Attion yield ; 

But this was all for ſhow, not Terror made, 

"T'was Hounſlow Farce, a Siege in Maſquerade. 
More near he views it yet, and found within, 

All the Degrees of Luxury and Sin ; 

Alſatia's Sink into this Corhmon-ſhore, 

Did all its vile and naſty Nuſance pour ; 

Far Sharpers, Broken Cuckelds, Gameſters, Cheats, 

What Newgate diſembogues, find here Retrears ; 

The Groom and Footman from their Liv'ry ſtript, 

With Scarf, Gay Feather, and Command equipt. 

Promotion gives to $aucineſs Pretence, 

And Greatneſs is miſtook for Inſolence 

And to evince their Valour every Hour, 

Bamboo the Slaves that bow beneath their Pow'r ; 

Yet to the Countrey Ladies theſe appear 

So Novel, witty, Beau en Cavalier, 

That ſcarce a tender Heart is left behind, 

Pray God a Maidenhead you chance to find ! 

The Phantom to that Quarter firſt reſorts, 

Where the Illuſtrious Gen'rals keep their Courts. 

I 


Great Fever--- the Foremoſt of the Crew, 
Whoſe Uncle Tur4» well cou'd fight we know. 
He who ſo often do's repeat the Jeſt 
How he {ubdu'd the Monarch of the #ft, 

( Or wou'd have done had he not been undreft.) 
This rough ſtern Hero of the Britiſh War 
To Neighbouring Tents is always born in Chair, 
For fear of Incommodement from the Air. 

II. 

Ie wonders what did Chur---l recommend, 
Who never did to Deeds of Arms pretend : 

TL ove, all his Active Youth, his bus neſs was, 
Love that beſt ſuits his handſom Shape and Face. 
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But Armies are like Verſe, whoſe Dogrel Lines 
Are here for Senſe, and there for gingling Rhimes. 
(Here where Bellona lays her Armour by, 
And learns to be more charming Company, 
Where the il|l-manner'd God has nought to do: ) 
Some few for fighting are, but moſt for ſhow 
Where rich imbroider'd Cloaks a 1a Campagne 
So often ſhine, unleſs it chance to rain. 
Then Lord how the Sir M. will fret and fling ! 
Undone, *tis ſpoil'd, e're ſhown before the King ; 
In perfum'd Beds adorn'd they're basking laid, 
As fine as young Brides on Per/jan Carpets tread, 6 
That o're the ſpacious Floor in wanton Pride are 
Like Feaſting God's luxurious, and, they ſay, (ſpread. 
As arrant Fornicators too as they. 
None come amiſs when Luft their Fancies lead, 
Alcmena, nor the ſweet-fac'd Ganimede ; 
And, like thoſe Gods, they all are giv'n to Love, 
But none we hear e're thunder'd but old Jove. 

IIL. 
Here one the Hero acts in Lovit's Arms, ; 
And calls his Pafhons out in warlike Terms, 
Tells of ſoft Sieges, Batteries and Alarms ; 
How the Artillery of her Eyes did wound, 
And how at the firſt Onſet he gave ground ; 
He who ne're yet did to a Conqueror bow, 
Yet kifles and adores his Fetters now ; 
While all the Batterics ever he aſlay'd, 
Have been againſt fome Female Fortleſs Maid ; 
But Lowe-it, who has lefs of Love than Pride, 
Being with guilt Coach and Country-houſe ſu pplid, 
Makes that atone for all Defects beſide. 


IV, | 
There lay a Youth of all his Wits bereft, 
Who this Campaign was by his Miſtreſs left. 
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A nauſeous Strumpet, Infſolent and Loud , 
Falſe and Deſtru&ive, baſely Born, anſt Proud. 
h bubbl'd Fool, thou that hadſt ſeen the Fate 
Of Cully Ba---ſbes quickly ſpentEſtate: 
Collixr undone, and forty Rake-hells more 
For an old common o're-grown flabby Whore, 
Whoſe Baftard-Son may vie with thee for Age, _ 
A Trader twenty years upon the Stage: 
What from th* expenſive Folly couldft thou ſee , 
Bur ſhameful Ruine, laught-at Infamy ? | 
Thy Eyes I know were open'd long before, 
Bug {till the Jilr betray'd thee to the Whore; 
Debas'd thy Noble Spirits to her Rule, 
And turn'd thy once fair Fame to Ridicule; 
Debauch'd thy Senſe with Converſation baſe, 
Whores, Eating-Pimps, Play'rs, a numerous Race, 
While thou the treating Cully art deſpis'd, 
And Cuckold by the Slaves thou Gormandiz'd. 
Return, thou Prodigal, from Husks and Swine, 
The Ruin of the firſt, was caufe of thine: 
They ſay thou'rt brave, give us this Proof of it, 
And we ll believe thou can'ft be braver yer: 
Thou'ft yer a Nobler Race of Life to run, 
Leave Her —&@ to her now to be undone: 
But her kind Keeper gone, his Flame will fade; 
Lov : cools when 'tis an —2 4 made. | 


Here an old batter'd Tangicren he beheld , 
More mawl'd by Love than e're he was in Field ; 
Yet wondrous Amorous ſtill, and wondrous gay, 
Oid January dizen'd up in May; 

His Zeals as Trophies of his Vi&tory Graces, Colt 
Bur all adorn d with many Looking-glaſlles, ; ; Ks 
In which he practiſes Bon Mien and Faces 

How well to manage Ogling , and what Air 


S8c----l, 


He ſhou'd maintain, when cock, when frisk his Hair ; 
, | | What 
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What Aﬀecation beſt wou'd Youth expreſs, 
And leaſt the Ruins of his Age confeſs; 
Half-choak'd with monſtrous Crevat-ſtring, Diſputzs 
What Colour beſt co his Completion ſuits ; 
And all in Middle Gallery to pore, 
And claim which is his Joy, ſome low-priz'd Whore, 
Vain ſelf-admiring Fop, though every day 
Thou doſt thy antiquated Form ſurvey ! 
But to be well deceiv'd, ceaſe playing the Afs 
Six hours each Morn before a Looking-glaſs , 
And truſt the wiſer Valet with thy Dreſs; 
For whilſt thou doſt not that ag'd Face behold, 
Thy Dreſs may flatter thee thou art nor old. 

VI. 

Chett, that Scoundrel, he whom Nature made 
An arrant Fool, although a Rogue by Trade, 
Which he induſtriouſly improv'd fo well, 

He does in niceſt Villany excel, 6 
And from- the Trumpet rais'd the Colonel ; 
Yet lives a dquble Scandal in his Race, 
His Morals are as odious as his Face: 
Though Knave and Coward in his Front be writ, 
He has one Virtue recommends him yet; 
A Paflive Valour that can kicking bear, 
A Caution that ſecur'd him in his Fear 
Behind the Canon in the Wifern War. 
And farther to-this Honour has prerence, 
Can cheat his Men with matchleſs Impudence: 
But that's the gen'ral Cry, while no bold Tongue 
Is found to ell Auguſt of their wrong. 

VIL 

Next a Grabeſious Allonier, who fate 
Like Bacchus on his Tun in Drunken State, 

With all his mellow Gang encompaſs'd round, 


In high Debauch of Wine and Bawdry drown'd. 
M 4 —_— 
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VIIL. nh 
That Monſter G—4 of prodigious ſize, 
A Body fitted. to his bealtly Vice; - 
A Face to all more formidable far 
Than Gorgon's Head, or to that Coward War ; 
In Youth mean Cheats and Rooking was his Trade, 
Now (ſtarving) got Command — for Drink — not 
_— 


V-— our new Troy's He&or, and its hope, 
Preferr'd from Tail of Coach to Head of Troop; 
"Twas no true Valour got him firſt a Name, 
Bur ſome Welſh Fury did his Blood inflame, 
And ſure he never fought when he was ta'en. 
No Brutal Cowatd Tyrant Algerine 
E're healed Slaves fo ill as his have been ; 

-As if to him Authority were new, 
Jt is but damn the Raſcal, and a Blow. 
For they ſo oft falſe Muſters we obſerve, 
Rather than follow him the Rogues will ſtarve ; 
And wou'd, if e're indeed there came a War, 
Be juſtly ſhot like wry-neck'd Chevalier , | 
By ſome of his own Soldiers in the Reer. 
But V — »'s not alone, more of his ſtamp, 
That better merit 7zburn, rule the Camp. 
; X 


Among this Crew M-—— 7 that Fornicator , 
Incamp'd with Grandam Doxy and her Daughter; 
The good old Soul he loves becauſe ſhe's handy, 
Can Joque and Smoak,and hold him tack with Brandy; 
Full threeſcore Years ia wiſe Experience bred, 
Preferr'd from drawing Aleto M ——/'s Bed 
She's old enough to Witch, and by her Art 
Has ſtruck ſome crooked Pin quite through his Heart. 
Or has ſome daman'd Infirmity unſeen, 

That makes him dote on ſuch a riyell'd Queen. 


Xl. 
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Among this Drunken Club was Beau Sir Tom, 
Dub'd for his Brother's Merits , not his own ; 


From drudging City -Prig advanc'd to be 1 
Right Worthinful, in Place of High Degree, | 
2 But knew not how to manage Quality ; 
0 Þ And thought the neareſt way was to be lewd, 


While all Degrees the Debauchee purſu'd ; | 
But like true Cit did always over-do, | 
As well in Lewdneſs as in Faſhions too; ! 
Drinking's his leading Vice, his darling Sin, F 
That pumps his duller Inclination in ; 
Then loud as Storms, incourag'd for all Evil, 
Swears and invokes by Healths his Guardian Devil. 
By chance the Poet E/kinah was there 
To make 'em ſport, for 'rwas nor yet the Fair; 
With many more too ſcandalous to name, 
Whoſe Talents are to Swear, Whore,Drink,and Game; 
At a large Table they were ſeated round, 1 
, With Bottles, Snuſh, foul Pipes, and Glaſſes crown'd, il 
Boxes and Dice—— but whether falſe or true, 
[ leave it to the Fools that Night ſhall rue; 
For there was Country Squire and Cicy Cully, 
That came to ſee the Show, look d to by Bully, 
Where bubbl'd of their Coyn, they healed are 
A la Campagne, — that is, with Chear entire: 
Damme, cries Grab, each Prig his Buttock bring, 
And let us forthwith fall ro managing 3 
| When I am booting, clear 014 Dudgeon's Droliſh, 
Then let my Natural be a Tump, a Poliſh, 
I ſink her down --— Then makes ſome naſty Jeſt, 
And Crowns it with a Bumper to the Belt ; 
(And calls for Link-boy, ſwears his Pego's nice, 
And therefore cannot deal in common Vice.) 
Then to the height of Lewdnels they retire, 


And Venus muſt extinguiſh Bacchrs fire. 
Thus 
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Thus 'tis when Men forſake an honeſt Trade, 
How much a better Pedant thou hadlt made ; 

Or (bilking ſharp) hadſt bulli'd up and down, 
And ſcar'd the Trembling Mortals of the Town ? 
[This was thy Talent, this thy proper Sphere ; 
Yer ſtill this Part of thee remains while here, 
That thou canſt Cheat, Oppreſs, and Domineer. 
Though thus much by thy Foes muſt be confeſs'd, 
Of all thy roaring Tribe thou art the beſt. 

The reſt ſuch Cowards Sots, ſuch hard'ned Rogue, 
Blaſphemers, Villains, Rake-hells, Swines, and Dogs, 
Have newer Sins than were to Sodom known, 

Andif juſt Heav'n ſhou'd ſend his Vengeance down, >, 
There's not one Lot to fave a ſinking Town. 

Burt numberlefs and endleſs 'twere to tell 

All the rank Vice that fills this Local Hell. 

All which the Phantom does in haſte ſurvey, 

He ſcents the Morning-Air, and muſt away, 
And on the Eaſtern Hill he views the breaking Day. 
Yet C're he goes with a Remorſe extreme, 

Looks back and Sighs o're this Feruſalem; 

Nor cou'd depart till like the Prophet too, 

In whiſpering Our pronounc'd thrice— Wo, wo, wo; 
And then methaught T heard a Hollow Sound, 

Like Ecchoes that from Caves and Rocks rebound ; 
And thus it ſpake Full frue and twenty Years 

T Reign'd, without the Noiſe or Toil of Wars, 

Bore all th Indignities of Fattious Power, 

HAnd ſaw my Life in danger every hour ; 

Yet rather had reſigu'd it up in Peace, 

Than ow'd my Safety to ſuch Brutes as theſe ; 

At beſt a Scare-crow Rebels to affright, 

Put them to Attion, and ſcarce one will fight. 

Ab, great Auguſtus! thou deſerv'ſt an Hoſt 
Of Heroes, ſuch as Ancient: Rome produc'd ; 
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When each Commander ſhould like Scipio be 
Or rather like the yet more Godlike thee, 4 
Brave, Temperate, Prudent to the laſt degree. 
common Rout all Sceva's in the Field, 
Who bore a thouſand Arrows im his Shield. 
At leaſt they fhou'd bawe Souls to be mſpir', 
find by thy great Example to be fir d ;; 
Thy Conſt ancy and Valour imitate, 
And raiſe at once thy Glory and the State. 
This faid, and parting with a pitying Look, 
Tow'rds his Eternal Hope, his way he took, 
And bleſt his Fate he cou'd again return 
To che bleſt Confines of his peaceful Urn. 


— 


The Fourth Satyr of Boileau to W. K. 
1687, 


DElieve me, 71, that thoſe who have leaſt Senſe, 
Think they ro Wiſdom have the ſole Pretence ; 
And that thoſe Wretches who in Bethlem are, 
Deſerve it les than thoſe who put them there. 
The haughty Pedant, fwoln wich Frothy Name 
Of Learned Man, big with his Claflick Fame ; 
A thouſand Books read o're and o're again, 
Does word for word moſt perfectly retain , 
Heap'd in the Lumber-Office of his Brain ; 
Yer this cramm'd Skull, this undigeſted Maſs, 
Does very often prove an arrant Aſs; 
Believes all Knowledge is to Books confin'd, 
That reading only can inform the Mind ; 
That Senſe muſt Err, and Reaſon ramble wide, 
If Sacred 4riftorle ben't their Guide. 


White, 
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While, on the other hand, a Flutt'ring thing, 
With a full Roll, and three pil'd Crevat ſtring, 
Whoſe Life's a YVi/, who alone takes care 
To fay fine.things, write Songs, and count the Fair ; 
Laughs at the muſty Precepts of the School, 

Calls the Learn'd Writer an Authentick Fool ; 
Swears that all Learning is a thing unfit 
A-well-bred Perſon, or a Man of Wi ; 
Names proper only to the Sparks o* th' Town, 
And damns his Scholar to his Colledge Gown. 

The fierce Bigot , who vainly does believe 
His bantring Zeal can Heaven it ſelf deceive ; 
With Saint-like Looks the bleer-ey'd Crowd does 
And the Jilt Villain damns all Human kind. (blind, 

While the wild Libertine, that Beaſt of Prey, 
Who bears down all that ſtops him in his way, 
Ranges o're all; and takes his ſavage fill 
In the wild Foreſt of a boundleſs Will : 

Swears that Heav'n, Jove's, and Hell's Eternal Pain, 
Are the fick Dreams of a Diſtemper'd Brain, 

Tales fit for Children, a meer holy Jeſt, 

To ſtarve the People, and to glut the Prieſt, 

The ſharpeſt Satyriſt wich Poetick Rage 

\ Strives to reform the Vices of the Ape ; 

Laughs at the Fool, 'and at the Villain rails ; 

Yer Folly reigns, and Villany prevails ; 

While the crack'd Skull ſhows all that has been ſaid, 
Leaves Marks on nothing but the Poet's Head : 

For partial Man, try'd by himſelf alone, 
Proteſting every Sentence but his own ; 
Severe to all Men, to himſelf too kind, 
Sees others Faults, but to his own is blind. 

The ſordid Miſer, a meer lump of Clay, | 
Form'd into Man e're from its groſs Allay 
It was refin'd by the Soul's Heavenly Ray ; 


ar, 
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Whoſe Thirſt of Wealth encreaſes with his Store, 

And to ſpend leſs, does covet to have more ; 

Who Midas-like, to feed his Avarice, 

Starves in the enjoyment of a golden wiſh ; 

Thinks himſelf wiſe, boaſts of being provident, 

And downright Scraping calls good Management. 

| The Love of Wealth is madneſs, and I hate 

The ww? trouble of a' great Eſtace : 

Tis perfect Dirt, cries the vain Prodigal, 

Mad till *tis gone, and when he has ſpent alt, 

The beggar'd Fool calls himſelf Liberal. : 
Now weigh them both, and tell me, if you can, 

Which of the two ſeems the moſt prudent Man : 

The Gameſter ſwears both ſhou'd in Bethlem be, 

That Fortune-monger, maddeſt of the three, 

Whoſe Life, whoſe Soul, whoſe very Heav'n is Play, 

At which the Bubble throws them all away ; 

Who every moment waits his Deſtiny 

From the uncertain running of a Die; 

And, if he chance to loſe, then how he ſtares ! 

Then how the Fury, with his briſtled Hairs, 

Curſes his Fate, Earth, Hell, and Heaven defies, 

And with Oaths heap'd on Oaths, he ſtorms the Skies. 
I could name thouſands more, but to draw all 

The Shapes of this falſe Reaſoning Animal, 

Wou'd be as hard, as to count all that die 

Each Spring and Fall by Low'r and Mercury : 

Or ſay, how oft th' impatient Heir, to have 

The Old Man's Wealth, has wiſht him in his Grave : 

A Drudgery ſo great my Pen declines, 

Content to ſum up all in theſe four Lines. 
Greece boaſts ſeven Sages, but the Story lies, 

For th: whole World ne'r ſaw one truly Wiſe : 

All Men are Mad ; and the ſole Difference 

Lis in the More or the Leſs want of Senſe; 


124 State Poems Continued. 


A Congratulatory Pcem on bis Highneſs thi Thu 
Prince of Orange his coming into Eng- Unc 
land. Written by Mr. Thomas Shadwel], 


FNUR Glorious Realm, 0're all the Earth Renown'd, | Lon) 
Once with the Nobleſt Government was Crown'd; | Had 


By which all Foreign Tyrannies were aw'd, Tho 
Eaſfie we were at home, and Terrible abroad. Witt 
All our wiſe Laws of Empire wete defign'd But 
Not for the Luſt of one, but good of all Mankind Witt 
The great Prerogative was underſtood And 
A vaſt unbounded pow'r of doing good : Witt 
From doing ill, by Laws it was confin'd; Our 
If San#ions, Pats, or Oaths, could Princes bind, Witt 
By Ancient Uſages and Laws they ſway'd, | Prert 
'hich both were by the choice of Subjes made. Whe 
Old Cuſtoms grew to Laws by long Conſent, Thus 
And to each #/ritten Law of Parliament, Turr 
Freedony in Borowghs, and in Land Freehold, . Theſ 
Gave all, who had them, Voices, uncontroul'd : , } And 
But few new Rights were by new Law: obtain'd, Non 
Oaly ſome rawviſh'd Liberties regain'd. But ] 
Who had no Votes, yet alike were bound | For x 
By the Prote#ion, which from Laws they found; King 
For every one in thoſe had equal righr, Hotl: 
And no great Man could: injure, or affright. Beca! 
Where Subje#s in the Laws can claim no ſhare, 'Tw2: 
*Twixt them and Cattle no diſtinions are. NoI 
This was the Conſtitution of our State, And 
And true Religion flouriſh'd in its height : The | 
From lying Legends, falſe Traditions, free, At le 
From Monk Ignorance, Schoolmens Frippery,” Leud 
From [do/s, and from” Papal 7yranny.” | Whic 
Thelc 
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Their building made of Stubble, and of Hay, 

Was by our Wiſe Reformers {wept away ; 

Thus we enjoy'd a happy Union, | 

Under the great Eliz1, perfet grown, | 

Hers and the Peoples Int'reſts, were thought one. 

She, and the Realm, with mutual kineneſs ſtrove, 

Great its Obedience, and as great her Love ; 

Long might ſuch happineſs have been enjoy'd, 

Had it not been b' Ambitious Prieſts deſtroy'd. 

Thoſe haughty Prieſts cou'd not contented be 

With what remain'd from Popiſh Dignity, 

But would their Hierarchy have greater made, 

With caſt-off Rights the Laity they invade, 

And call in Fus Divinum to their aid. 

With that inviſible Commiſſion arm'd 

Our Kings, with Sov'raign, and Inherent charm'd, 

With Sacred Perſon, Power without a Bound, 

Prerogative unlimited, no ground 

Whereof is in our Conſtitution found. 

Thus they, by Ecclefiaſtick Flattery, 

Turn'd Kings to Tyrants, and to Slaves the free; 

Theſe Furious Fools yet Wiſe Divines contemn'd, 

And their raſh Doctrines, privately condemn'd ; 

None dare in publick ſay they were unfound, 

But Fines, and Pillories, and Brands, were found. 

For now Commitlion'd from above the Sky, 

Kings ſoon were deem'd for Laws and Oaths too high ; 

Hotly *twas taught, they were not bound by Oaths, 

Becauſe no Pow'r above them to impoſe. 

"Twas now no Kingly Office, nor a Truft, 

No Laws to Rule by but their Sov'raign Luſt ; 

And all the Land for their Eſtate they own'd, 

The Subjects were their Stock upon the Ground. 

At length, to rivet on the Chains we wore, 2 

Leud Knaves in Quoits yield the Diſpenting com. 

Which never Tyrant here had claim d before. 
The 
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The Scandals of the Bar muſt now be found 
To give the Government this mortal wound ; 


Which at one blow took all its ſtrength away, Ar 
And down in pieces daſh'd, the Noble Structure lay. Tc 
Ruin and Rubbiſh cover'd all the Ground, WI 
And no Remains were of the Building found. Fre 
Monſters of Roman and Hybernian Race, Th 
With Phangs and Claws infe& the waſted place : = 

1 


With one of Britiſh kind, who ſwallow'd more 
Than any other Bloody Beaſt of Pow'r; . 

Fiercely he goggl'd , his Jaws open'd wide, Dox 
L.ouder he roar d than all the Beaſts beſide. 
Some like Faccals, before him prey'd for Blood, 
And to his Rav'nous Maw brought all they cou'd : | 
Againſt the Rapine of theſe Beaſts of Prey, y Anc 
Firſt London's Noble Prelate ſtood at Bay ; 

One fit t atone for all the Clergy's Blots, Qui 


For three vile Engl:ſh Biſhops, and twelve Scots. Thi 
'Then Valiant Fairfax and brave Hough made head, The 
Buc by theſe Monſters were diſcomfited ; | The 
And'now the trembling Church began to reel, And 
And the effefts of Non-reſiſtance feel; The 
Where Tus Divinum was not on their ſide ; And 
They ſtrove to ſtop the firce impetuous Tydez The 
Seven Suffering Heroes gave it ſuch a ſhock, pay 
et t 


It ſeem'd to daſh its Surges on a Rock; - 
But Showr's of Locults came with thickeſt Fogs, No f 


From Tyber's Marſhes, and from Shanon's Bogs ; Inſpi 
Valt clouds of Vermin haſten to their aid, Let t 
And intercepting light, thick darkneſs made; Vaſt 
All clouded was our Sullen Hemiſphere, From 
But Lo! the Glorious Orange does appear ! H'in\ 
And by his Univerſal Influence, And 
Does to our Drooping Land new Life diſpence _ 
an 


His heat ferments that Lump was dead b-fore, 


Which now in every part exerts its Pow'r; 
To 
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To purpe its ſelf, that it may clean become, 
The Fermentation ſoon throws off the Scum. 
And ev'ry part does tow'rds Perfe&tion move, 
| Tow'rds Strength and Soundneſs, Harmony and Love. 
J- & When Earth oppreſs'd, with darkneſs over-ſpread, 
From filehy Boggy Exhalations bred ; 
The Sun with noiſeleſs Marches of his light, 
Diſcuſſes Vapours, and diſpels the Night : 
With equal filence in his glorious Race, 
Our noyſome Fogs does the Brave Orange chaſe ; 
Does all the Pow'rs of Darkneſs put to flight, 6 


And the Infernal Miniſters of Night ; 

The Guilty Spirits ſhun th* approach of light. 

When undiſtinguiſh'd in the niighty Maſs, 

And in Stagnation Univerſal Matter was ; 
Huddled in heaps the diff 'ring Atoms lay 

Quiet, and had no Laws of Motion to obevr : 

Th” Eternal Mover threw the Ferment in, 

The ſolid Atoms did their Courſe begin ; 

The quickning Maſs moves now in ev'ry part, 

And does its Plaſtick Faculties exert. 

The jarring Atoms move into a peace, 

And all Confuſion and Diſorders ceaſe ; 

The ugly undigeſted Lump became 

The perfect, glorious, and well-order'd Frame. 

Ler there be Light, th' Almighty fiat run; 

No ſooner *twas pronounc'd, bur it was done : 

Inſpir d by Heav'n, thus the great Orazge ſaid, 

Let there be Liberty, and was obey'd. 

Vaſt Wonders Heav'ns great Miniſter has wrought, 

From our dark Chaos, beaut'ous Order brought: 

H'invaded us with Force to make as free, 

And in another's Realm could meet no Enemy. 

Hail Great Aſſerter of the Greateſt Caule , 

Man's Liberty, and the Almighty's Laws : 


N Heav'n , 
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Heav'n greater Wonders has for Thee deſign'd, 
Thou Glorious Deliv'rer of Mankind ! 


- 
xy —_— 


A Congratulatory Poem to the moſt Iluſtrious 
Queen Mary , upon ber Arrival m Eng- 
land. By Thomas Shadwell. 


MADAM, 


Mmur'd with Rocks of Ice no Wretches lefc 
Hopeleſs of Life, of Heat and Light bereft, 

Under the Influence of the rugged Bear, 
Where but one Day and Night is all the Year, 
With ne'er ſo much tranſporting Foy could meet 
The dawning Day, as = Approach we greet : 
Your Beams reviv'd us from the Belgian Shore : 
Which now our long-lov'd Princeſs does reſtore. ; 
What could make us fo rich , or them fo poor ? 
The World nought equal to our Foy can find, 
But the deſpairing Grief you left behind. 
We from the Mighty States have now gain'd more 
Than by our Aid they ever got before. 
When the Great Yere's and Sidney's won ſuch Fame, 
That each of them immorraliz'd his Name. 
Not Alva's Rage would have diſtre/sd them ſo 
As, MADAM, we have done, recalling You. 
Our ador'd Princeſs to Batawians lent, 
Is home to us with mighty Int'reſt ſent : 
For we, with her, have won the Great Naſſar, 
Whoſe Sword ſhall keep the Papal World in awe. 
She comes, ſhe comes, the Fair, the Good, the W4/, 
With loudeſt Acclamations rend the Skies ; 
Rock all the Sreeples, kindle ev'ry Street, 
Thunder ye Cannons from each Fort and Fleer. 
To 
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To all the neighb'ring Lands ſound out your Foys, 
And let France ſhake at the Triumphant Noiſe. 

Ble(s'd be the riſing Waves, the murm'ring Gates, 
Suſtain'd the Mighty Cargo, ſwell'd the Sayls. : 
Bl:(s'd be the Veſ/el, as that was which bore 

The Sacred Remnant, when there was no Shore. 

Not the returning Deve they welcom'd fo 

As we our MA RY, who brings Ol:ve too ; 

That only promis'd ſafety to their Lives, 

This our loſt Peace and Liberty revives. 

Bleſs d, bleſs d be his Invaſion, which made way 

For this moſt happy and Illuſtrious Day. 

So brave an A#ion, fo Renown'd a Name, 

Was ne'er yet written in the Book of Fame. 

Let Paraſites call Princes Wiſe, and Brave, 

Who bear inglorions Arms, but to inflave. (bind : 
Our Prince will break thole Chains wherewith they 
"Tis his true Glory to exlarge Mankind. 

In any Land You would Dominion gain ; 

And MADAM, in cach Commonwealth would Reigr, 
Where'er your Go4-like PRINCE from us ſhould go: 
They would, like us ſubmit without a Blow. 

In his ſhort Sway more ,#/7/dom He has ſhown, 

Than here before in 4ges has been known. 

The Name of K IN G adds nothing to his F.me ; 
Bur his great Virtues dignify that Name. 

What Land can boaſt of ſuch a -atcble/s Parr, 

Like Him fo wi/e, fo brave ; like You fo »/e, fo Fair? 
Where'er ſo many ſacred Virtuzs join, 

They to a Scepter ſhew a Right Divine. 

Who are approv'd fo Valiant, Wiſe and 7uff, 

Have che belt Ti/es to the higheſt Tru/?, 

Though from the Loims of greateſt Rings deriv'd, 

That 7ile's not fo ſtrong, nor fo long-liv'd ; 

For Princes more of ſolid Glory gain, 

Who are :houzht fir, than who are born to Reign. 
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The OBSERYATOR, 


Or the Hiſtory of Hodge, as reported by ſome ; 


Tand forth thou grand Impoſtor of our time, 
g The Nation's Scandal, Puniſhment and Crime ; 
Unjuit Uſurper of ill-gotten Praiſe, 

Unmatch'd by all but thy lewd Brother Bays ; 
How well have you your ſev'ral Gallants choſe, 
Damnably to plague the World in Verſe and Proſe. 
T ike two Twim Comets : when you do appear, 
We juſtly may ſuſpe& fome danger near. 

He lately did under Correction paſs, 

Honour'd by that great Hand that gave the Laſh, 
A doom too glorious for that curſed Head, 

And unproportion'd to the Lite he lead; 

Put you are to a viler Fate defign'd, 

To ſuffer by a vulgar hand like mine; 

Wel! rear your Vizard, and unmask your Shame, 
And at each Corner Gibbet up your Name. 
Expoſe you to the Scorn of all you meet, 

As Dogs drag grinning Cats about the Street. 

Under Uſurping Nel! you firſt began 
To rear your Head, and ſhew your ſelf a Man; 
Unpirying ſaw the Roval Party fall, 

And Danc'd and Fiddl'd to the Funeral ; 

Diſclaim'd their Int'reſt, and renounc'd their Side, 
And with the Independent ſtraight comply'd ; 
Officious in their Service, wrote for Hire 

A brisk Crowdero in the Fa&tious Quire : 

Your nimble Pen on all their Errands run ; 

The Horoſcope ſtill opens to the Sun. 


From his ſiding with Noll, and ſcribling for Rome. 
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There 'twas in thoſe unhappy Days, 

You laid foundation for deſigned Praiſe ; 

By diſreſpe& ignobly purchas'd ſhame, 

And damn'd your Soul to fcandalize your Name. 
When Charles at length by Providence came in, 
You fac'd about, and quickly chang'd the Scene ; 
Turn'd to new Notes your mercenary Strings, 
Began to play Divinity of Kings : 

Your former Maſter ſtraitway is forgot, 

Stil'd Villain, Rogue, Thief, Murderer, what not ? 
Such recompence he doth deſerve to have, 

Who for his Int'relt durſt employ a Knave. 

Now 'twas a time you thought to take your eaſe, 
After ſuch great Exploits perform'd as theſe : 
Applauding to your feif your awn Deſerts, 

You ſtrait fet up for a vain Afs of Parts; 
Reſolving that the Ladies too ſhould know, 

What other Tricks and Gambals you could do. 
Was there a skipping Whore about the Town, 
Or private Baudy-houſe to you unknown ? 

Here for a Stallion, there for a Pimp you went ; 
To do both Drudgerics alike content. 

But ill ſucceſs you had with Madam C-—- &, 
Whom in the Act her Husband took ; 

Strong Baſtmado o're your ſhoulders laid, 

Made you awhile ſurceaſe that letcherous trade, 
Till growing old in cuſtomary Sin, 

You with a Chaſter Lady did begin, 

Whom when you found ſhe all Aſſaults refus'd, 
And would not yield her ſelf to be abus'd ; 
Down on your Knees you preſently was laid, 

And thus ( O Righteous Heaven) devoutly pray'd : 
Since you diſdain the kind Requeſt co grant, 
Dear Madam, let me lay my hand upon't. 
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This is the Man whoſe whole Diſcourſe and Tone, 
Is Honour, Juſtice, Truth, Religion ; 

Was ſuch a Godly Raſcal ever known ? 

But now reform'd by __ of Gold. 

Your former wanton courſe grew ſlack and cold, 
For *twas at firſt indeed too hot to hold. 

Now new expedients muſt employ your Brain, 
And other Methods for advance of Gain ; 
Something contriv'd in private, touch'd the State, 
Which made you timely think of a retreat ; 
Beyond Sea then the wretched Caitiff flies , 

A guilty Conſcience has Quick-ſighted Eyes. 
When you return'd you fell to work amain, 

And took up your old Scribling Trade again ; 
Some ſorry Scandal on Fanaticks thrown, 

And viler Canting upon Forty one , 

You thought ſufficient to oblige the Crown ; 
1h:n who but you, the World was all your own. 
Now for the Church of England you declare , 
A witty Zealous Proteſtant appear ; 

Your ſecret Spies and Emiſfaries uſe, 

To pay for falſe Intelligence and News: 

When nam'd in two Diurnals you diſpence 
Equally yoid of Reaſon, Truth, and Senſe. 
Guineas now from every Quarter came 

To pay reſpect to your encreafing Fame , 
While you at Sam's like a grave Doctor ſate, 
Teaching the Minor Clergy how to prate 
Who lickt your Spittle up and then came down, 
And ſhed the naſty Drivel o're the Town. 

Ay theſe were bleſſed Times and happy Days, 
When all the World conſpired to your praiſe : 
He who refus'd and would no Token ſend, - 
Muſt be traduc'd as the Diſſcnters Friend : 

And that your Greatneſs no regard might lack, 
You got a Knighthood chopt upon your Back. 


But 
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But ſomething now has ſtopt that Rapid Stream, 
And you have nothing more to ſay for them ? 
Your piercing Eye diſcovers from afar , 

The glittering Glory of ſome further Star. 
Which bids you pay your Adoration there. 
Inconſtant Rover, whither do'ſt thou tend ? 
When will thy tedious Villanies have end ? 
Whither at laſt do'ſt thou intend to go ? 

Of which Party wilt thou e're prove true, 

To Turk or Pope, to Proteſtant or Few ? 

Should I here all thy Villanies recount, 

To what a mighty Sum do they amount ? 

Thy Solemn Proteſtations, Oaths and Lies, 
Devices, Shams, Evaſions, Perjuries ; 

My Paper to a Volume would exceed, 

Of greater bulk than Hollingſhead and Speed. 

For thou art now ſo ſcandalouſly known, 

And ſo remarkable in Vice alone, 

That every one can find a Stone to throw 

Ar ſuch a ſnarling pimping Cur as thou. 

But Wretch! if ſtill thou art not paſt all Grace, 
And wholeſome Counſel can with thee find place 
If thou at laſt ſincerely wouldſt atone, 
And expiate thy former Miſchiefs done, 
Like dying Fudas render back thy pell, 
Recant thy Books, and then go hang thy elf. 
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The Miracle; How the Ducheſs of Modena Te 
(being in Heaven ) prayed the B. Virgin Shi 
that the Queen might have a Son, and how 4 
our Lady fent the Angel Gabriel with her 
Smock; upon which the Queen was with = 
Child. & 


To the Tune of O Youth, thou hadſt better been ſtary'd | T< 


at Nurſe, In Bartholomew-Fair. i M 
s Le 


T. ( joyce, ; Tl 
OU Catholick Stateſmen and Church-men re- | 
And praiſe Heaven's Goodneſs with Heart and 

(with Voice; | Tl 


None greater on Earth, or in Heaven than ſhe, SY Ye 
Some ſay ſhe's as good as the belt of the Three, g (EF 
Her Miracles bold , | | 
Were Famous of Old, Tl 
But a braver than this is was never yet told; Ar 
*Tis pity that every good Catholick living, Ye 


Had not heard on't before the laſt day of Thankſgiving. } Gr 


I I. 

In Lombardy-Land, great Modena's Ducheſs 
Was ſnatch'd from herEmpire by Death'scruelClutches; FF Fr 
When to Heaven ſhe came ( for thither ſhe went) S Pr 
Each Angel receiv'd her with Joy and Content. | Fo 

On her Knees ſhe fell down, 

Before the bright Throne, 
And begg'd that God's Mother would grant her one 

Boon; 

Give England a Son (at this Critical Point) 


To put little Orange's Noſe out of Joynt. ny 
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ITL 
As ſoon as our Lady had heard her Petition , 
"a To Gabriel, the Angel, ſhe ſtraight gave Commiſion; f 


i85 


in She pluck'd off her Smock from her Shoulders Divine, 

| And charg'd him to haſten to England's fair Queen. | 
'Þ Go to the Royal Dame, | | 
er To give her the ſame, | 
th And bid her for ever to praiſe my Great Name; 


For I, in her favour, will work ſuch a Wonder, 
Shall keep the moſt Inſolent Hereticks under. 
I 'V. | 
"4 Tell Fames (my beſt Son) his part of the matter 
Muſt be with this only to cover my Daughter 
Let him put it upon her with's own Royal Hand 


e, KT Then let him go Travel to viſit the Land; 
e- | And the Spirit of Love, 
d Shall come from above, 


Though not as before, in form of a Dove; 

Yet down he ſhall come in ſome likeneſs or other, 

( Perhaps like Count Dada) and make her a Mother. 
V. 

The Meſſage with hearts full of Faith were receiv'd, 

And the next news we heard was Q. 2. conceiv'd ; 

You great ones Converted, poor cheated Diilenters, 


a Grave Judges,Lords, Biſhops,and Commons, Conſenters 
You Commilltoners all, 
Eccleſiaſtical , 

- From M—— the Dutiful, to C the Tall; 


Pray Heav'n to ſtrengthen Her Majeſties Placket, 
For if this Trick fail, beware of your Jacket. 


Dialogue 
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DIALOGHUE. 


M. HY am I daily thus perplex'd? 
Why beyond Woman's patience vex'd ? 


Your Spurious Iſſue grow and thrive , 
While mine are dead e'er well alive. 
If they ſurvive a nine days wonder, 
Suſpicious Tongues aloud do Thunder ; 
And ſtraight accuſe my Chaſtity, 
For your damn'd Inſufficiency : 
You meet my Love with no deſire, 
My Altar damps your feeble Fire: 
Though I have infinite more Charms 
Then all you e'er took to your Arms, 
The Prieſt at th' Altar bows to me; 
When I appear, he hends the Knee. 
His Eyes are on my Beauties fixt, 


His Pray'rs to Heav'n and Me are mixt 


Confuſedly he tells his Beads, 

Is out both when he Prays and Reads. 
I travell'd farther for your Love, 
Than Sheba's: Queen ; Tl fairly prove. 
She from the South, *tis ſaid, did rome, 

And I as far from Eaſt did come. 
But here the difference does ariſe, 
Though equally we ſought the Prize; 


What that great Queen deſir'd ſhe gain'd, 


But I ſoon found your Treaſury drain'd, 
Your Veins corrupted in your Youth, 
"Tis fad Experience tells this Truth: 
Though I had Caution long before 

Of that which I too late deplore. 


F. Pray, Madam, let me ſilence break, 


As IT have you, now hear me ſpeak. 


fe 


| With Wonder, not with Admiration ; 


{ Nor did I fee in all your Frame, 
J Ought could create an am'rous Flame, 
s Or raiſe the leaſt Deſire in me, 
q Save only for Variety. 
J I paid ſuch Service as was due, 
J Worthy my ſelf, and worthy you: 
{ Careſs d you far above the rate 


{ The heavy Yoke of Tyranny, 


I And you, not I, was ſtill obey'd: 
| Nor durſt I call my Soul my own, 
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Theſe Stories ſure muſt pleaſe you well , 
You're apt ſo often them to tell. 

But, it you'll ſmooth your Brow a while, 
And turn that Pout into a Smile, 
I doubt not, but to make't appear, 
That you the great {t Aggreilor are. 

I rook you with an empty Purſe, 
Which was to me no trivial Curſe ; 
No Dowry could your Parents give ; 
They'd but a Competence to live. | 
When you appear'd, your Charming Eyes 
(As you relate) did me furprize 


Aſtoniſhment, but no Temptation : 


Both of your Birth, and your Eſtate. 
When ſoon I found your haughty mind 
Was unto Sov'raignty inclin'd 

And firſt you practis'd over me 


While I your Property was made, 


You manag'd me as if I'd none. 
I took ſuch meaſures as you gave, 
All! Day your Fool, all Night your Slave. 
Nor was Ambition bounded here, 
You ſtill 1efolve your Courſe to ſteer: 
A1 that oppoſe you, you remove; 
Twas much you'd own the Pow'rs above. 
Now 
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Now ſeveral Stratagems you try, 

And I'm in all forc'd to comply : | 
To Mother Church you take Recourſe, 
She tells you *tmuſt be done by force ; 
And you, impatient of delay, 
Contrive and execute the way. 


When mounted to the place you ſought, 


It no Contentment with it brought : 
One Tree within your Proſpe& ſtood 
Faireſt and talleſt of the Wood : 
Which to your proſpect gave offence, 
And it muſt be remov'd from thence. 
In this you alſo are obey'd, 

While all the fault on me is laid. 
Now you was quiet for a while, 
As flattring Weather ſeems to ſmile, 

Till buzzing Beetles of the Night 

Had found freſh matter for your ſpite, 

And ſet to work your buſy Brain, 

Which took Fire quickly from their Train. 

Some Wiſe, ſome Valiant, you remove, 

"Cauſe they your Maxims don't approve ; 

And in their ſtead ſuch Creatures place, 

Which to th'Employments bring diſgrace : 

While whatfoe re you do I own, 

And ſtill the dirt on me is thrown. 
Straight new Chimera's fill your Brain, 

The humming Beetles buz again ; 

A Goal-Delivery now muſt be, 

All tender Conſciences ſet free ; 

Not out of Zeal, but pure Deſign 

To make Diſſenters with us join, 

To pull down Teſt and Penal Laws, 

The Bulwark of the Hereticks Cauſe. 

The ſly Diſlſenters laugh the while, 

They ſee where lurks the Serpent's guile ; 
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And rather than with us comply, 
Will on our Enemies rely. 
The Chieftains of the Proteſtant Cauſe, 
We did confine, though *gainſt the Laws : 
But ſoon was glad to ſer *em free, 
Fearing the giddy Mobile. 

Now all is turning upſide-down, 
Loud Murmurings in every Town 
We've Foes abroad, and Foes at home, 
J Armies and Fleets againſt us come : 

The Proteſtants do laugh the while, 
J And the Diſfenters ſneer and ſmile ; 

But no afliſtance either ſends ; 

They re neither Enemies nor Friends. | 
3 Now pray conclude what muſt be done, 
Conſule your Oracle of ROM E, 
8 For next fair Wind be ſure they come. 


J0n the Univerſity of C ambridge's burning 
the D. of Monmouth's Pitture, 1685. 
who was formerly their Chancelloy.--- It 
Anſwer to this queſtion, 


s In turba ſemper ſequitur fortunam & odit damnatos. 


By Mr. Steprey. 


E S, fickie Cambridge, Perkins found this true 
Both from your Rabble, and your Doctors tco, 

Wich what applauſe you once receiv'd his Grace, 

And begg'd a Copy of his Godlike Face ; 

But when the ſage Vice-Chancellor was ſure 

The Original in Limbo lay ſecure, 

As greaſy as himſelf he {cnds a Liftor 

To vent his Loyal Malice on the Picture. The 


nd 
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190 
The Beadle's Wife endeavours all ſhe can 


To fave the Image of the tall young man, 
Which ſhe ſo oft when pron: did embrace, 


e might improve her race; 


Thar with ſtrong thoughts 
Bur all in vain, ſince the wiſe Houſe conſpire 
To damn the Canvas Traytor to the Fire, 

Leſt it, like Bones of Scanderbeg, incite 
Scythemen next Harveſt to renew the fight: 


Then in comes Mayor Eag/e and does gravely alledge, | 


He'll ſubſcribe (if he can) for a bundle of Sedge. 
But the man of Clarebal that proffer refuſes, 

*Snigs, he'll be beholden to none but the Muſes : 
And orders Ten Porters to bring the dull Reams 
On the Death of Good Charles,and Crowning of Fame: : 
And ſwears he will borrow of the Provoſt more ſtuff 
On the Marriage of Ann, if that ben't enough. 
'Fhe Heads leſt he get all the profit to himſelf 

( Too greedy of honour, too laviſh of pelf ) 

This motion deny, and Vote that Tie Tiller 

Should gather from each noble Doctor a Billet. 

'The Kindneſs was common, and:ſo they'd return it, 
'The Gift was to all, all therefore would burn it : 
Thus joining their Stocks for a Bonfire together, 

As they club for a Cheeſe in the Pariſh of Chedder ; 
Confuſedly crowd on the Sophs and the Doctors, 


The Hangman, the Townſmen, their Wives and the |} 


Proctors, 


While theTroops from each part of the Countries in all, | 


Come to quaſff his Confuſion in Bumpers of ſtale. 
Bur Roſalin, never unkind to a Duke, 

Does by her abſence their folly rebuke, 

The tender Creature could not ſee his fate, 

With whom ſhe had d-nc'd a Minuet fo late. 

The Heads who never could hope for ſuch frames, 
Ourof envy condemn'd Sixfcorte pounds tuthe flames, 
Then his Air was too proud, and his Features amils, 
As-it being a Traycor had alcer'd his Phiz :; 50 


ce; 


»0 
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So the Rabble of Rome, whoſe favour ne're ſettles, 
Melt down their Sejanus to Pots and Brafs Kettles. 


Nulla manere diu neque vivere carminant 
poſſum, que ſcribuncur aque notoribus, 


By Mr. Ayloffe. T. C.C. 


TE that firſt ſaid it, knew the worth of Wit, 
Lov'd well his Glaſs, and as he drank he Writ ; 

Vait was his Soul, and ſparkling was the Wine, 

Which ſtrangely did inſpire each mighty Line. 


I The wat'ry Springs of Helicon are Theams 

J Fic for dull Freſhmen, and dull Doors Dreams ; 
{ Not Flood of Cam, or Well of Ariforle, 

7 Yield half che pleaſure of the charming Bottle ; 

2 Poor Scriblers then that bread and water uſe, 

Z The ſender diet of a Bridewel muſe, 


As eaſily may Wates Poets make, 0 
As Coffee Politicians does create, 

The Two Grand Whigs of Poetry and State. $ 
When Booths on Thames were buile,and Oxcn roaſted, 
Poets the ſtrength of waters might have boaſted ; 

And might have made their froz-n Verſe to paſs, 

As well as he that put out Ice io: Glaſs : 

Though our good Proctor otherwiſe does think, 

Our Mother Cambridge kindly bids us drink ; 

She holds the Candle and the ſacred Cup, 

And as the one waſteth, cries, Drink t'other up. 
"Twas drinking gor our Anceſtors Renown, 

And Claret firſt that di'd the Scarlet Gown. 

As well may Dutchmen without Brandy fight, 

As Engliſh Poets without Claret write. 

Not moderate Learning, nor immoderate Fees 

Are of themſelves ſutkcient for Degrees ; Wine, 
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Wine, and the Supper, muſt the A& complear; 
And he does beſt diſpute who beſt does treat : 


"Tis Carnival, and we'll the time enjoy, To) 
This day, and next, while Wine and wit run high. 
And the forty days 

Preachers in vain may bid the Court repertt, W 
But Poets ſure did never write in Lent. And 
Now in the name of Dulneſfs and ſmall-Beer Tire, 
Ye Northern Wits of fam'd St. fobns appear, , Sneal 
That fcarce taſte Wine, or Wit throughout the Year. Neſir 
Had ſhe who by the pow'rful Charms of Wine I wai 
Transform'd Uiy//ſes men to Gruntling Swine z and. 
Flad ſhe and you the Experiment try'd again, Till 
By contrary effects ye had Poets been. | tho 
Next the pert Fops by Title dignift'd, Tut £ 
Wile to themſelves, and Fools to all beſide, Z By Pe 
Whom Company nor Drinking can refine, 8 Now. 
Blockith and dull beyond the pow'r of Wine ; Pm b 
Who after the firſt Bottle {till the ſame, #My b 
Can never higher re than Anagram, * Whktod 
Or at molt quibble on their Dowdy's name. ) FHandf, 
When Whig Retiigious, Trimmer Loyal turns, Much 
When Camoridge Wives , and Barnwel Whores turn KWher 

Nuns, | alwz 
When Curate's Rich, and th2 fat Doctor's poor, Now, 
When Scholars rick, and Townſmen cheat no more : Kaye 
When am'rous Fops leaie hunting handſom Faces, bskt f 
When craving Beadle begs no more for Places; kind ; 
Harkins and Sternild with their paltry Rhimes, Confir 
Shall pieafe us now, and take with future Times : Nor 1; 
And Warter-drinkers then ſhall famous grow ks $ 
S$:le the Poet to my Lord-Mayor's Show ; No F: 
Shall Dryder, Cowley, and our Duke outgo. When 
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To Mr. Fleetwood Shepherd. By Mr. P/2—r 


Hen Crowding Folks, with ſtrange ill Faces, 
Were making Legs, and begging Places ; 
And ſome with Patents, ſome with Merit, 
: Tired out my good Lord D e's Spirit : 


Sneaking, I ſtood, among the Crew, 
Deliring much to Speak with You. 
I waited, while the Clock ſtruck Thrice, 
And Footman brought out fifty Lies ; 
Til Patience vext, and Legs grown weary, 
| thought it was in vain to tarry :; 
J ut did Opine it might be better, 
8 By Penny-polt to ſend a Letter. 
8 Now, if you miſs of this Epiſtle, 
Z'm balkt again, and may go Whiſtle. 
My buſineſs, Sir. yon'll quickly gueſs, 
gk to deſire ſome little Place : 
ind fair Pretentions I have for t, 
Much Need, and very ſmall Deſert. 
rn FWhen e're I writ to you, | wanted 
[always begg'd, you always granted. 
Now, as you took me up when little, 
e: RFGave me my Learning, and my Vittle 
askt for me, from my Lord, Things fitting, 
kind as I'd been your own begetting 3 


—— 


Confirm what formerly you've given, 7 | 
Nor leave me now at Six and Seven - 

; ks S d has left Mun. St ns ) 
No Family that takes a Wintp, »». wont 
When firſt he Laps and ſcarce can Yelp, 


Negle&s or turns him out of Gate, 
When he's grown up to Dogs Eſtate * 
() 
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Nor Pariſh, if they once adopt 

The ſpurious Barns that Strowlers dropt, 
Leave'em when grownupluſty Fellows, 

To the wide World, that is, the Gallows : 
No thank 'em for their Love, that's Worſe, 
Than if they*d Throtled them at Nurſe. 

My Uncle, reſt his Soul, when Living, 
Might have contriv'd me ways of Thriving ; 
Taught me with Cyder to repleniſh 
My Fatts, or ebbing Tide of Rheniſh. 

So when for Hock I drew Prickt White. wine, 
Swear't had the flaver, and was right Wine : 
Or ſent me with Ten Pounds to Furney- 
Vals-Inn, to fome good _ Artorney ; 
Where now, by forging Deeds and Cheating, 
I'd had ſorne handſom ways of getting, 

All this you made me quit to follow, 

That ſneaking Whey-faſt God Apollo. 

Sent me ps Fidling Crew k 

Of Folks, IPad never feen or Knew, : 
Calliope, and God knows who. 

Toadd no more InveRtives to it, 

You ſpoil'd the Youth to make a Poet. 

In Common Juſtice, Sir, there's no Man 
That makes the Whore but keeps the Woman. 
Among all honeſt Chriſtian People 

Who ere breaks Limbs, mathtains the Cripple. 

The Sum of all 1 have to fay, 

Is, that you'd put mein ſome way © 
And your Petitioner ſhall pray 

There's one thing more 1 had almoſt ſlipt, 
But that may fo as =_ = Poſt-ſcript ; 

Hem (4.44 My Friend C274 e's preferrsd, ; 
Nor would | have it i obſcrvy'd, c 


That one Mouſe cats, while to'ther's ſtarv'd. 


4 
a 
5, 

z 
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The true and genuine Explanation, 
Of one Kyjng James's Declaration. 


n#. 


Hereas by miſrepreſentation 
(Of which Our ſelf was the occaſion) 
We loſt our Royal Reputation, 


q And much againſt Our ExpeRation, 


Laid the moſt Tragical Foundation 
Of vacant Throne, and Abdication : 


7 Afrer Mature Deliberation 


We now Reſolve ro Sham the Nation 


# Into another Reſtauration ; 
9 Promiſing, in Our wonted Faſhion, 
| Without the leaſt Equivocation, 
| To make an ample Reparation. 
2 And for Our Reinauguration 
7 We chuſe to owe the Obligation 


To Our kind Subjects Inclination ; 


2 For whom wealways ſhew'd a Paſlion. 
| And when again they take occaſion 


To want a King of Our perſwaſion, 
We'll ſoon appear totake Our Station, 
With the enſuing Declaration. 

All ſhall be ſafe from Rope and Fire, 


3 Or never more believe in J. R, 


F. R. 
Hen we Refle& what Deſolation 
Our Abſence cauſes to the Nation, 


} We would not hold Our ſelf exempted 


From any thing to be Attempted, 
Whereby Our Subje&ts, well Beguil'd, 
May to Our Yoke be ReconctFd. 

O z 
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Be all Affur'd, both Whigg and Tory, 
If for paſt Faulrs you can be forry, 
You ne're ſhall know whzt we'll do for you. 
For *tis Our noble Reſolution 
Todo more for your Conſtirution, 
Than ere we'll put in Execution. 
Tho? ſome b- fore us made a pother, 
England had never fuch another, 


No not Our own Renown'd, Dear Brother. 


We have it ſet before Qur Eyes, 
That our main Intereſt wholly lies 
In managing with ſuch Diſguiſe, 
As leaves noroom for ]calouſies. 

And to Encourage Foes and Friends 
With Hearts and Hands to ferve our Ends, 
We hereby Publiſh and Declare 
(And this we do becauſe we Dare) 
That to Evince We are not fullen, 
Well bury all paſt Faults in Woollen 3 
By which you may perceive we draw 
Our wiſe Reſolves trom Statute-Law * 
And therefore by this Declaration 
We promiſe Pardon to the Nation, 
Excepting only whom We pleaſe, 
Whether they be on Land or Scas. 

And farther Blood ſhed to prevent, 
Ve here Declare Our ſelf content 
To heap as large Rewards on all 
That help to bring us to Whitehall, 

As ever did Our Brother Dear 
At his Return on Cavalier : 

Or we, to Our immortal Glory, 
Conferr'd on non-reſiſting Tory. 

Then be aſſur'd the firſt fair Weather 
We'll call a Parliament together, 

(C huſe right or wrong no matter whether) 


WY WV WW 


\Where 
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Where with united Inclination e 
We'll bring the Intereſt of the Nation - 
Under our own Adjudication : ) 
With their Concurrence we'll Redreſs 
What we Our ſelf think Grievances, 
All ſhall be firm as Words can make it, 
And if we promiſe, what can ſhake ir ? 

As for the Church, well ſtill Defend it, 
Or if you pleaſe, the Pope ſhall mend it : 


{ Your Chappels, Colleges, and Schools 
8 Shall be ſupply'd with your own Fools : 


But if we live another Summer, 

We'll then relieve them from St. Omer. 
Next for a Liberty of Conſcience, 

With which We bit the Nation long ſince, 


5 We'll ſertle it as firm and ſteady, 
# Pcrhaps as that you have already, 


We'll never violate the Teſt, 


7 Till *is Our Royal Intereſt, 
2 Oruill wethink ir ſo at lealt, 
FJ But there we mult conſulr the Prieſt. 


And as for the Diſpenhing Power 
(Of Princes Crown the ſweeteſt Flower) 


T That Parliament ſhall ſo Explain it, 


As we in Peace may ſtill maintain it. 
If other Acts ſhall bz Preſented, 


I We'll PaſG *m all, and be contented. 
J Let Z 
4 Draw Bills cnongh to load three Barges, 
We'll give them thanks, and bear their Charges: 


k, and old C——-5 


y, W. 


Whether they be for Partial Tryal, 
Dull Judges Pride, or Self-Denyal, 
For Royal Mines, or Triennial. 
What ever Laws reciev*d their Faſhion 
Under the preſent Uſurpation 


Q 3 


$ 
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Shall have Our Gracions Confirmation, s 
Provided ſtill We ſee Occafion. Fel 
Our Brother's 1riſh Settling AR, As 
(Which we 'tis true Repeal'd in FaR) ASi 
We'll be contented to Reſtore, Tha 
If you'll provide for Teagne before ; For 
For you your ſelves ſhall have the Glory, But 
* To re-eſtabliſh wandring Tory. And 
But now you have ſo fair a Bidder, { Hoi 
"Tis more than time you ſhould conſider wh 
What Fonds are proper to ſupply Us we 
For that, and what your Hearths ſave by Us ; | We 
Therefore conſult your Polyhymne Y By * 
To find another Rhime to Chimny, © x For 
Or if 1 Bleed the DeviFs in Me. I Anc 
And leſt a Projed in its prime Sor 
Should be deſtroy'd for want of time, J As \ 
We'll ſoon refer the whole Amount J Thi 
To your Commiſſion of Account. : 
Thus having tortur'd Our Invention, L 
To frame a Draught of Our Intention, | 
By the Adviceof H —— ton, 4 
Wiſe Ely, Fenwick, and Tem D-—— - 0 
And, of all Ranks, ſome Fifty One, J | 
Who have Adjuſted for Our coming q d 
All Gimcrack's fit for ſuch a mummiang, 
And tis their buſineſs, to perſwade you | We 
We come to ſuccour, not Invade you, 3 Wa 
Burt after this we think it Nonſence $ Leſl 
(Beſides it is againſt our Conſcience) Pro 
To trouble you with a Relation Te: 
Of Tyranny, and Violation, 4 Dui 
Or Burthens that oppreſs the Nation, ) For 
Since you can make the beſt Conſtrattion Anc 


Of what may turn to your Deſtruction. 
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But ſince onr Enemies wau'd fright you, 
Telling our Debt to Frarce is mighty, 
As poſitively we aſſure you, 
As if we were before a Jury, 
That he expe&s no Compenſation : 


For helping in our Reſtoration, 
But what he gains in Reputation : 

q And all muſt own that know his Story 
How far his Intereſt toops ro Glory : 
Whoſe Generoſity is fuch, 

We doubt not he'll out-do the Dutch. 

| We only add, that we are come 
By Trumpets ſound and beat of Drum, 

Z For our juſt Titles Vindication, 

7 And Liberties Corroboration. 

2 So may we ever find Succeſs, 

{ As we intend you nothing lefs © 

} Than what you owe to old Qeen Beſ. 


- --— — - - - — -— _— 


On the Death of the Queen. By my Lord Cutts, 


'HE's gone! The Beauty of our Iſle is fled ; 
Our Joy cur off, the Great M AR 1 A dead. 
; We faint beneath the Stroak: But weepno more, 
2 Waft not our Sorrow to a Foreign Shore ; 
| Leſt ALBION's Enemies with impious Breath 
Prophane our Sighs, . and Triumph in her Death. 
Tears are too mean for her ; our Grief ſhould be 
Dumb as the Grave, and Black as Deſtiny. 
For ſuch a Loſs let univerſal Nature mourn, 
And all things to their firft Diſorder turn. 
{ YeFields and Gardens, where our Soverajgn walk'd, 
verenly Smil'd, and profitably Talk'd ; 
Q 4 


Be 
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Be Gay no more; but Wild and Barren lye, ( 
That all your blooming Sweets, with Her's may dye, 
Sweets that crown'd Love, and ſoften'd Majeſty. 

Bleſt Princeſs ! How diſtinguiſh'd, how ador'd ! 
How much above ev'n Her own Sphere She ſoar'd ! 
Whilſt other Monarchs glory in their State, 

Ia Wealth and Power contented to be Great ; 
She, with a God-like and Heroick Mind, 
Purſu'd a Greatneſs of another Kind ; 

A brighter Diadem than Earth could give ; 

A glorious Name that ſhould for ever live. 
And with nnwaricd Virtue preſling on, 

Gave Luſtre to, not borrow'd from a Crown, 
Nor was this Angel lodg'd in common Earth, 
Her Form procaim'd Her Mind as well as Birth; 
So graceful and ſolovely ; ne're was ſeen 

A finer Woman or more awful Queen: 

The Gazing Crowd admir*d Her as a God, 
And reverenc'd the Ground whereon ſhe trod. 

Ye gentle Nymphs that on her Throne did wair, 
And help'd to fill the Brightneſs of Her State; 
Mourn over your dead Miſtreſs, ſpeechleſs mourn, 
Watch Her dear Aſhes, and attend Her Urn. 

She cherifli'd and adorn'd your tender Years, 
Preventing ſtill the fearful Mothers Cares ; 
Whilſt all with. ſhining Gold and Purple grac'd, 
Your Beanties in the faireſt Light were plac'd. 

How Majeſty is fall'n ! As if the Great 

Weredeſtin'd to ſhort Days, and ſudden Fate. 

O Empire ! - Thou deceitful treacherous Good ! 

How falfe thy Smiles, tho' hard to be withſtood | 
What ſtormy Ills tty calmer Brow conceals, 

And what uncommon Stroaks a Monarch feels ! 

See where the glorious Naſſas fainting lyes 
The mighty Atlas falls, the Conqueror dyes, 


Y 
*% 
”» 
"1 


State Poems continued. 


O Sir! return, to A'b:v-*s Help return ; 
Command your Grief, and like a Hero mourn, 
If you forſake us we are Iſt indeed; 
Your Subjc&ts now Lament, but then muſt Bleed. 
Think what a Tasx Your Virtue has begun, 
And be not weary e'rc your Race is run. 
That Power that form'd You in the tender Womb, 
Then laid the Scenes of all Your Tolls to come, 
Decreed that you ſhould Ezrope*s Saviour be, 
And from fierce Moalters purge the Earth and Sea ; 
Monſters of Tyrants that oppreſs Mankind, 
And ſet no Bounds to their ambitious Mind. 

Succeſs and Honour wait upon your Arms; 
Heav'n guide your Heart, and guard you ſtill from 
Maria has the Crown of Glory won; (Harms. 
And may you Late arriye where ſhe 15 gone. 
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Tunbridgiaha : Or, the Pleaſures 
of Tunbridge. In a Leer to; 


Friend. By Mr. Peter Caulton, | 


Merchant. 


Hon beſt of Pocts, and thou beſt of Friends, 


Beſt of that Liſt which thy great Race commends, 


By Tunbridge noble Spring, much pleas'd, Lay, 
At Truce with Care paſſing the Summers day, 
When the Rich Preſent came 1n ſhining Verſe; 
Ve Gods ! how ſhall I half my Joy rehearſe ? 

I once was thinking to return the ſame 

In Lines that might expreſs an equal Flame : 

I try'd in vain; my long-neglected Muſe, 

Like Women paſt their Childing, did refuſe, 
And cou'd not, to my mind, one Hint produce : 
For I was ne'er yon know my Friend, at beſt, 
With a rich Vein by peeviſh Nature bleſt 

I made my Court to the coy Nymphs in vain, 
And bleſt the Bards that cou'd their Loves obtain. 
Howe're, at call of Friendſhip's ſacred Name, 
The faint Remains of my decaying Flame 

Exalt their head, ambitious now to try 

One Blaze, before they quite extinguiſht dye. 
May your good Humour overlook Miſtakes, 

And pardon all the Faults which Friendſhip makes : 
This Fountain then ſhall the fam'd Spring out-do, 
And Tunbridge for Caſtalian Waters go. 

You fain wou'd know how we employ the day, 
Which of it ſelf makes too much haſte away ; 


WW 


What 


[UML 


Is, 


WY W 


Crate Poems continued. 203 


What Arts we uſe to keep our Grief and Care, 

(Thoſe Flies which in our Cup ſtill bold Intruders are) 
With what Receipts and Helps prepar'd we come 

To loſe the thought of Families at home. 

Aſſiſt me, gentle Muſe, to anſwer theſe ' 

In Lines that may my ſelf and others pleaſe. 


! Refreſht with ſleep, which Natures loſs repairs. 
\ Soon as the day on the ſtreak'd hills appears, 

; Up with the Sun we mount and travel, We 

8 To the fam'd Spring, He to the Weſtern Sea. 

I Tobacco makes the Journey ſtrangely ſlide, 

q Ever the beſt Companion, walk or ride. 


6s STS 


Having now reach'd the Spring, a Country Laſs 
Stands ready to preſent you with a Glaſs: 

Such Water tho” nor Rome nor Greece can ſhow, 
Tho? here the Poets boaſted Spring does flow ; 
Impregnate with ſuch Virtues 1c does come, 

As to add heat to the cold barren Womb. 

To an expiring Hovſe it gives an Heir, 

And wretched helpleſs Women here repair, 
Who joyful Mothers prove within the year, 

It cures the raging Feaver's Calenture, 

And keeps that Purple Flood from boyling o'er. 
The fad Siſyphian Task, the Stone, which [till 
Rowls back again, and mocks the Artiſts Skill 3 
It carries oft with far leſs pains and coſt, 


LWRIVS 


3 Than Hannibal with his Quack Arts cou'd boaſlt : 

2 It ſteeps your Cares beyond the power of Wine, 
And does the Brain for thinking fit refine : 

J Clouds of the Head, like thoſe above we find, 


Diſſolv'd in Water, both are at an end. 
An vgly namerous Rout of Feaveriſh Pains, 


I Had ſeiz'd at once my Liver, Heart, and Veins, 


Z Juſt on ſurrendring, thought I now muſt die. 


And made ſoch quick and herce Attacks, thar I, 
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I ſought the Sons of Art, who try*d in vain 

To raile the Siege, and force the preſling pain, 
Whatever Vertues Herbs and Drugs can boaſt, 
They found, alas, on me were meerly loſt. 
The proud Diſeaſe became more rampant ſtill, 
And laugh'd at all their baffled Art and Skill. 

*LC was Here [| fonnd Eaſe for my mighty Grief, | 
And where Art faild, kind Nature gave Relief ; C 
This Fountain prov'd to me a Well of Life. 

Bleſt Spring ! what Praiſe and Honours can we give, 
Worthy the Favours we from Thee receive ? 

Thy lating Name (if Time's impartial hand 

Burt ſpare thele Lines) in Poetry ſhall ſtand, 

And round the learned World ſhall largely ſpread, 
\Wich the fam'd Springs of Old together read. 

In the mcan time, after we've drunk a Glaſs 

Or two, to make the Waters better paſs, 

We take a Turn Pth* Walks-——- 

Here in ſach cronds the Ladies paſs, you'd ſwear, 
The Cyprian Goddeſs and her Nymphs were there ; 
Hung round with all the Riches that the Ezft 
Or Weſt ſends here, brisk, jaunty and well reſt; | 
With "wha © 2 Mein and ch irming Air they move, 
Creating Wonder, and inſpiring Love ! 

Such was the heautions Felcr's ſhining Train, 
When ſhe was courted by the Phryoian Swain. 

And all the while, to eatcrtaia the Ear, 

Muſick 2n.4 Voices mixr, their parts do bear. 

Nex! ir the Chappel, by the Fountain rais'd, 
Where its great Author is devoutly prais'd : 

And after Prayers, a Pipe can do no harm 

In drinking, good to keep the Stomach warm. 

For this deiign appointed places are, 

Left Smoaking on the Walks offead the fair. 

And now we lit, aftcr a careleſs rate, 

Oyer a diſh of Tea, and fall to chat : 
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Here onc, forſooth, plays the Philoſopher 
Upon the Wells, deſcribes the ſecret power 
Of Spaws and Mineral Waters, how they come, 
With Stecl impregnate, thro? the Earth's cold Womb; 
W hence ſprings their force, that they ſo nearly can 
Make clean this foul Augean Stable, Man; < 
How firſt found out, and when the Mode began. ) 
8 Another turns the Talk to Weſtminſter, 
c J And asks how Matters paſt laſt Term at Bar ; 
What Judges likely are to riſe or fall, (baw], 
b What Lawyers hang the beſt, and who the teſt can 
8 Warmly, a third takes up Religion's Cauſe, 
3 Gravely debates the 745# and Pwanal Laws. 
Another tells a Tale, or breaks a Jeſt, 
8 Inquires the Hour, or what comes uppermoſt; 
How do your Waters paſs? O bravely, Sit, ? 
* What News from London? how does things ſtand 
| | hear Sir Joh»— 1s likely to be Mayor. (there 'S 
7 Are the Particulars yet come by Polt, 
J What Priſoners Vane, how many Men were loſt 
7 On the Turks fide, and what the ViRtory colt ? 
3 What, are the Pole and Moſcovite alleep, 
Id'ly to let ſuch fair occaſions {lip ? 
How do the /naza Actions riſe ? what Ships, 
On the Plate-Expedition go with Phipps ? 
Follow 'd by all the forward Youth of Greece, (Fleece : 
® Thus Jaſon brought in triumph home the Golden 
7 But what before was meer Romance end Lye, 
2 Shall henceforth paſs for current Hiſtory. 
I This and Tobacco pals the time away ; 
2 Others there are that rather fancy Play : 
But me from Play, my better Stars preſerve, 
# The fatal Box devouring as the Grave ; 
# Inco Charibdis mouth as ſoon I'd flic, 
# As venture my Eſtate upon a Die. 
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Having by this time fed the Eye and Ear, 

Next for the Belly is our greateſt care : 

There's nothing at our Lodgings to be got, 

Here we mult cater both for Spit and Por. 

Cloſe by the Wells, vpon a ſpacious Plain, 
(Where rows of Trees make a delightful Lane) 

A noble Market's daily kepr, well ftor'd 

With all the Countries round about afford. 

Freſh Fiſh a Neighbouring River does ſupply ; 
Soals, Oyſters, and the like, are brought from Rye, 
Of Fleſh and Fowl, no where more plenty's found, 
In Veal, Lamb, Pork, and Beef, we much abonnd ; 
And Tunbridge Mutton, fam'd above the reſt. 

Of Fowl we have good ſtore, and of the beſt ; 

As well-cram'd Chickens, Pidgeons, Ducks & i; | 


With Teal and Patridge, nicer Taſts to pleaſe ; 
The Swan and Peacock you may add to theſe, 

On which tho* we but ſmall eſteem do place, 

The latter did an * Emperors Table grace. (* Yirellixs. 
In ſhort then, not to ſwell the Bill of Fare, 

St. Peter's Sheet, and Noab's Ark are here ; 

W hatzver kinds the Bririſh World does ſee 

Of Beaſts, Fiſh, Fowl, that go, or ſwim, or flic; 
Fruits, Spice, and Ind:az Pepper too we boaſt, 
That here we hardly fancy Bantam loſt ; 

Sugar from Mev and Barbadoes brought, 

By wondrous Art to ſuch perfe&tion wrought : 

Italy ſends us Oyl, Virginia Smoak, 

A better ſort F—- rys himſelf neer took. 

And after all, to crown the Work, the Rhine, 

France, Florence, the Canaries find us Wine. 

London, that noble Mart, can't farniſh more ; 
London, for choice, compar'd with us, is poor. 
Were that * Imperial Glutton now at hand, (PYiteline. 
Who a years Tax wou'd at one Supper ſpend, 


Who 
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Who made each Land, and every diſtant Sea, 
Club to maintain his raving Luxury, C 
On eaſier terms he here ſupply'd might be. 
This for the Belly; and for other Ware 
Of every ſort, we challenge Sturbridge-Fair. 
Having now drunk our Mornings Doſe, and Cheer 
Provided, homewards we directly ſteer. 
* After a Whiff of the fam'd 1ndjan Weed, 
| By way of Whet to Dinner we proceed 
Z Tho), betwixt Friends, we ſcldom need a Whet, 
* Orany Arts, to raiſe the Appecite: 
{ 'Tis the Freſh Earth that makes the Plow-man feed, 
2 Water in us does the ſame ſharpneſs breed. 
Now with a Friend, a Jeſt, and cheering Glaſs 
Of bleſt Bourdeaux, how glibly Vitals paſs ! 
The Camp once vicuall'd, then the Sport begins, 
W hether your fancy leads to Bowls or Pins. 
z Here's choice of Bowling-places to be ſeen, 
us. 3 But Rvyſthall is by much the fineſt Green, 
= All curious Carpet-ground : You know the play, 
2 One with the Jack, a ſmall Bowl, leads the way : 
2 By throwing of a Dice who firſt muſt go, 
And whoand who's together, ſtrait we know, 
Come, pray Sir, howl away, this Ground's.your Guide 
That Caſt is narrow, this as much too wide : 
Z Not home / for want of ſtrength your Caſt you ſpoil ; 
Z Ohruba thouſand, now yor're gone a Mile. 
2 Here's three ;z to make us up, one more we lack : 
2 Thank ye for that, dear Sir, you kiſs the Jack. 
7 The fineſt Archer's Bow, or Fowler's Piece, 
$ As ſoon may fail, as a good Bowler miſs. 
Are you for Cards ? here you may find enough 
Diſpos'd for Cribbige, Gleek, or Lantre-lieu, 
A Game at Cards, a perfect Fight, you'd ſwear, 
Maintain'd with all the Stratagems of War : 


Here's 
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Here's Ambuſcading, Routing, Rallying Men, 
And every thing bur Wonnds and Dying ſeen. 
After a long Diſpute, with reſtleſs pains, 

One ſide beſure a bloodleſs Victory gains. 

But if my Counſel in the caſe might ſway, 
Beware how you become a Slave to Pay. 

Some fit whole Nights togerher at the Sport, 

For which their Families and Lands muſt ſmart : 
Not that I blame any that undertake 

It more for Pleaſure, than for Lncre- ſake ; 

But playing deep, and ſquandring ſo much time, 
Is that in Carding I account a Crime, 

If this don't pleaſe, we have another Game 
CalFd Chefs, arwhbich the Gentry p15 their time. 
Into the checquer'd Field rwo Kings deſcend, 

On each a Queen and Biſhops two attend ; 

On elther ſide two Knights their Poſt maintain, 
Two Rooks and Pawns twice four compleat the Train, 
The Signal given, both the Armies joyn 

To take the Adverſe King, the chief Deſign : 

Fcr this both ſides in furious Char ges meet, 
Proud of a Dcath bctore their Soveraigns feet ; 
That 1s a Law peculiar to the Play, 


The King muſt firſt be took, before you win the Day. 


Are you diſpoz'd to read a Poet, then 

Our old Acquaintance Horace is the Man 

He'll pleaſe, which way ſoc'er your Humour lean ; 
Does it to Mirth and Gallantry incline ? c 
His charming Odes are full of Love and Wine. 
He can be grave, not only pleaſe, but teach, 

As well as any Grecian Maſter preach. 

His Rules of Poetry the means impart 

How the beſt Genius may be helpt by Art. 

Here you may learn correctly how to Write, 

Toa true edge your Style and Judgment er, 
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fis Satyr, form'd above the common fize, 
Lays Railing by, and Jeers you out of Vice. 
But if your Thoughts are more devoutly ſet, 
Then for a Page or two in a Sacred Writ. 
This little Book does at one view contain 
What Grecian Sages blindly ſought in vein © 
The Worlds Creation, and th- Fall of Man 3 
and how the Tin&ure of his Sin could be 
2Deriv'd on his Unborn Poſterity : 
JHow he entail'd a double Death on Man ; 
ZWhence Phyſick and Divinity began : 
How after ſeveral rowling Periods paſt, 
2With an Incarnate God the World was bleſt ; 
FWho to poor Man, bowels of Mercy bore, 
ind Death diſarm'd of all irs Sting and Power 3 
*Redeem'd the captive Wretch from Sin and Hell, 
ſd plac'd him higher than whence at firſt he fell; 
Kemov'd his Seat from Earth to Heaven, with power 
20f never ſinning, never falling more. 
"With watchful Providence our gracious Lord, 
From Foes of every ſort, his Church does guard. 
Heaven ha'nt indeed thought fir that we ſhou'd be 
rom Sin, much leſs from Error, wholly free, 
Leſt we, on diſappearance of a Foe, 
Throw by our Arms, careleſs of danger grow. 
Thus vanquiſht Carthage *twas thought fit xo ſpare, 
Io keep Rome's Martial Spirits ſtill in fear. 
= But if a Friend comes in, the Book's thrown by 3 
=\ Bottle better ſuits in Company. OY 
y, reach that Flask here: Come, Sir, if you pleaſe, 
Mere's to the King, and both the Princeſles. 
inother Health to the Eſtabliſht Church ;, . 
ang him who does that or his Liquor lurch. 
leſs me! it warms, I fell the potent Juice 
#5 winged fires thro? every Vein diffuſe. 
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What Magick in the Grape, what Charms in Wine, 
That to ſuch various Humours Men incline ! 

Pander to Luſt, Midwife to Mirth and Wit, 

Thou mak'ſt old Friends fall ont, and Cowards fight: 
The Captive full of Thee, forgets his Chains; 

With Thee the Beggar fluſhr, in Fancy reigns, 

The Dutch at Sea, Death in the face will ſtare, 
Their Senſes ſteept in Narrts and Gunpowder, 

The Sun by this a good way on his Road, 

The cool and lengthned Shades invite ahroad. 
Whether we ride or walk, through Woods or Plains, 
The winged Choir divert us with their ſtrains. 
Here Sights to Citts, unknown, the time beguile 
Viewing the various kinds of Rural Toll : 

For one's a Haying, with unwearied Pains, 

Amidſt a jolly crew of Snn-burnt Swains : 

Another plies the Plough for Grain and Food 
Some diſtance off a third'sa felling Wood. 

The pretty painful Bee, 'by nature bleſt 

With foreſight, 1s as buke as the beſt ; 

Along the Fields in bands they take their flight, 
Returning home laden with Spoils at night. 

Here's one, ith” School of Patience thro'ly try'd, 
Thoughtfully Angling by a River fide ; 

After ſix tedious hours, loſe or get, 

He ſtill keeps on, halfſtarv'd and thorough wet. 
Fiſhing, he'll tell you, -is its own Reward ; 

Give him bat Bites, 'FMfh is his leaſt regard. 

But now a Pack of Dogs alarms our Ears, 
Muſick, that Hunters ſay, exceeds the Spheres ; 
O'er Hill and Dale, with full mouth'd Cry they run, 
To the known ſound of Hollow or of Horn. 

The Deer no fafety in their Coverts find, 

And Reynolds ſtands to rights before the Wind. 

As for the timerous Hare, away ſhe flings 

Before the Dogs, *twas fear firſt gave her Wings. 
Fron! 
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From this Diverſion ſtrait we're ca!l'd aſide | 
To view the ſoaring Hawk's delizitful pride, | 
How thro” that Sea of Air the Lird of Prey, 
With Wings, inſtead of Sails, divides his way : 
The leſſer Birds clap on more fail, and fly ; 
It looks juſt like a running Fight at Sea | 
3 At this mean Prize he makes his huwble ſtoop, mn 
# Like Algerire at ſome pocr Pink or Sloop. 
2 Beſices all this, to cloſe the lovely Scene, 

Each Night there's conſtant Dancing on the Green : 
Perſons of higheſt Rank-ſtuck round the Ring, 
Luſtre and Grace to the Diverſion bring : | 
| While Lads and Laſles forth in pairs advance, | 


2105, 


Z Muſick keeps time to the well-meaſured Dance. 

# Not finer Virgins flockt to thoſe feign'd Games, 

z When Rome's bold Youth ſo roughly woo'd the Sabier 

4 (Dames 

! Tir'd but not cloy'd, with this and ſuch-like Sport, 

* Home tc our Reſt and Lodgings we reſort ; 

2 And'here we lie free from the diſmal noiſe 4 

z Of Coaches, Midnight-Fires and Pellman's Voice: - 
Here we in ſafe ſecurity are bleſt, 
And naught bnt Conſcience to diſturb our Reſt. 
Refreſht with ſleep, next Morn again we rig. 

| Nothing remains of Yeſterdays Fatigue. 

© Thus, Friend, from Griefand Care, we purge our Head, 

© In ſuch a conſtant round of Pleaſures tread, 

# That Mecca's Prophet, in his Paradiſe, 

# Has hardly paſt his word for more than this. 


run S But Oh, my Muſe, Oh whether wilt thon lead ? 
9 


Forbear, *tis hallow'd Ground on which we tread. 
Methinks I hear the Poets of the Town 
3 Thus ſchooling me with a cenſorious Frown : 
© Free of the Ham: irgh or the Guinea Trade, 
| You ought not yet the Poets Rights invade z 
Front 
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Whoſe jealous Company no more allows But 
Of Interlopers, than the /naia Houſe. Al; 
The Toleration Tradeſmen may admit Cor 
For the high Calling of a Preacher fit ; Pro 
But Poetry no gifted Brother knows, wh 
Who from a Merchant ſtrait an Upſtart Author grows, I pad 
Go home, fond man, and mind a better Game I But 
Than trading thus to the wild Coaſts of Fame ; 7 Mar 
Go, count your Caſh, your Merchandize purſue, | Wh 
At once bid Poetry and Friend Adieu. | To | 
FF 

. en -——— Fw 
. & Whi 

An Eſſay on Writing, and the Art and Myſtery of ® gehs 
Printing. A Tranſlation out of the Antholoz), | In al 


7 Wit] 
Orthy that Man to 'ſcape Mortality, (lie, J Nor 
And leap that Ditch where all muſt plunging J anq 


Who found out Letters firſt, and did impart, 7 Nott 
With Dextrous Skill, Writirg's Myſterious Art, ” Wor 
In CharaQters, to hold Intelligence, Z The 
And to expreſs the Mind's moſt hidden Senſe. s Neve 
The Indian Slave, I'm ſure, might wonder well, The 1 
How the dumb Papers cou'd his Theft reveal. And f 
\ The Stupid World admir'd the ſecret Cauſe Now 
Of the Tongue's Commerce without help of Voice; A ,,,,, 
That merely by a Pen it cou'd reveal, © Six ht 
And all the Soul's abſtruſeſt Notions tell : Beyor 
The Pen, like Plowſhare on the Paper's Face, 7 Much 
With Black and Magick Tracks its way does trace, Yip. 6 
Aſſiſted only by that Uſeful Quill, 7 Three 
Pluck'd from the Geeſe that fav'd the Capitol. 8 Ore « 
Firſt Writing-Tables Paper's Place ſupply'd, *1n eve 
"Till Parchment and Nilotick Reeds were try'd : s Theſe 


Parchment, the Skins of Beaſts, well ſcrap'd and dreſt, | And p 
By theſe poor Helps of old, the Mind-expreſt : md Court 
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But After-times a better way did go, 
A laſting ſort of Paper, white as Snow, 
Compos'd of Rags well pounded in a Mill, 
Proof againſt all but Fire, and the Moths Spoil. 
What poor beginnings theſe ! The Silk-Worm there 
'S; F Had nonght to do, no Silken-Threads were here ; 
J But Rags, from Doors pick'd part, from Dung-hills 
5 Marſhtina Mill, gave Riſe to this fine Art; (part, + 
| Which in an inſtant gives a ſpeedy Birth | | 
: To YirgiPs Books, the rareſt Work on Earth. 
* But ſtill an Art from Heaven was to come, 
2; (From thence it came) this Matter to conſume ; 
. & Which con'd tranſcribe whole Books without a Hand ; 
# Behold the Preſs ! ſee how the Squadrons ſtand ! 
3 In all his Fights the Roman Parricide, 
. © With half the skill ne'er did his Troops divide 
IC, ; Nor Phylip's Son, who with his Force o'rerun, 
And mow'd the Countries of the Riſing Morn : 
k Not the leaſt motion from their Poſt, but all 
Work hard, and wait the welcome Signal s Call; 
The Letters all turn'd Mutes, in Iron bound, 
y Never prove Vocal, till in Ink they re drown'd : 
The Lab'ring Engine their ſtill ſilence breaks, 
And ſtraight they render up their Charge, and ſpeak : 
' # Now drunk with the Caftalian flood, they ling, 
| ArmaVirumq; gods, and god- like Kings : 
© Six hundred Lines of Maro's, quick as Thought, | 
2 Beyond the nimbleſt Running- hand are wrought ; 
* Much fairer too the Characters do ſhow ; | 
| FRFor Grace, fam'd Cockquer's Pen, its Head muſt bow. 
7 Three thouſand Births at once, you fee, which 7: 


# Or'e ev'ry Country ſcatter'd are, and thrown, 

in every Tongue with whichFame ſpeaks are known 
ſt, # Theſe Types immortalize where e Te they come, 

J And give Learn'd Writers a more laſting Doom. 


x Court Rites, Galenic Precepts, Moſes Rules, , 
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Are Printed off, the Guides of Learned Schools ; 
What Wonders wouv'd Antiquity have:try'd, 
Had they the dawn of the Invention ſpy'd ? 

The Offices of Tully were the firſt 

That came abroad in this new-faſhion'd Dreſs, 


And Venice cries, ſhe did the Art improve 

Not Ancient Ciries more for Hmer ſtrove. 
Goddeſs ! Preferver from the Teeth of Time, 
Who keeps our Names ſtill freſh in Youthful prime z 
What man was he whom thus the Gods have grac'd, 
Worthy among the Stars to have a Place / 

Like Head of Nile unknown, thy bubbling riſe 

Is hid, for ever hid, from Mortal Eyes. 


Imperial Merz her ſelf wou'd Author prove ; C 


— " —— —_ _ rr ne ee ee eee ens 


Prologue, by the E.of R——r. 


Entle Reproofs have long been try*d in vain, 
Men bnt deſpiſe us while we but complain : 


Such numbers are concern'd for the wrong lide, ? 
_ 


A weak reſiſtance ſtill provokes their Pride : ; 

And cannot ſtem the fierceneſs of the Tide. 
Lavghers, Buff;ons, with an unthinkin.; Crowd 
Of gaudy Fools, impertinent «nd lou, 

Inſult in every corner : Want of Gen: e, 

Confirm'd with an ontlandi'h Impude::ce. 

Among the rude Diſturbers of the Pir, 

Have introduc't il] Breedins, and faiſe Wit ; 

To boaſt their Lewdneſs here + »1ng Scourers meet, 
And all the vile Companions of 1 5rreet ; 

Keep a perpetual bawling near that {2oor, 

Who bcat the Bawd laſt Night, who bilk*t the Whore : 
They ſnarle, bn neither #ight nor pay a Farthing, 
A Play-houſe is become a mear Bear-garden ; 
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Where every one with Inſolence enjoys, 
His Liberty and Property of Noiſe. 
Should true Senſe, with revengeful Fire, come down, 
Our Sodom wants Ten Men to fave the Town : 
Each Parilh is infected, to be clear 
We mult looſe more than when the Plague was here 

C While every little Thing perks up ſo ſoon, 7 

That at Fourteen it hectors vpand down, (Town, C 
* With the beſt Cheats and the worſt Whores i'th 3 
© 3 [I Swears at a Play, who ſhould be whipt at School, : 


d, J The Foplings muſt in time grow up to rule, 
The Faſhion mult prevail to be a Fool. 

Some powerful Viuſe, inſpir'd for our defence, 
Ariſe, and fave a little common Senſe : 


* In ſuch a Cauſe, Jer thy keen Satyr bite, 
; Where Indignation bids thy Genius write : 
Mark a bold leading Coxcomb of the Town, 
2 And ſingle out the Keaſt and hunt him down 
Z Hang up his mang1d Carcaſs on the Stage, 
To fright away the Vermin of the Age. 


& _- 
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On Meltins down the Plate : Or, The Piſs- 
pot's Farewel, 1097. 
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Aids need no more their Silver Piſs-pots ſcoure, 
| They now mult jog like Traytors to the Tower. 
s Aquick diſpatch no ſooner are they come, 
| But ev*ry Vcilel there receives its Doom : 
4 By Law condemn'd to take their fiery Tryal, 

A ſentence tiiat admits of no denial. 

Preſumptious Piſ5-pot ! How did'ſt thou offend ? 
3 Compelling Females on their Hams to bend ? 
s To Kings and Queens, we humbly bow the Knee 3 
| But Queens themſelves are forc'd to ſtoop to thee : G 
P 4 #) 
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To thee they cringe, and with a ſtraining Face, 
They cure their Grief, by opening of their Caſe. 
In times of need thy hel p they did implore, 
And oft to eaſe their Ailments made thee roar. 
Under their Bed chou ſtill had'ſt been conceal'd, 
And ne're but on Neceſlity reveal'd : 

When over charg'd, and in Extremity, 

Their deareſt Secrets they diſctos?d to thee. 
Long hait thou been a Priſoner cloſe confin'd, 
But Liberty is now for the deſign'd, 

Thou, whom fo many Beauties have enjoyed, 
Now in anotb. r vie ſhall be employ*'d ; 

And with delighr be handicd ev*ry Day, 

And oft1er occnpied a betrer way. 

But crafty Workmen firſt muſt thee refine, 

To purge thee from thy Sodcr and thy Brine. 
When thou, transform®d into 4nother ſhape, 
Shalt make the World rejoyce at thy Eicipe; 
And from the Mint in Triumph ſhalr be tent, 


New Coind, and Mill'd, to ev'ry Hearts content. 


Welcome to all, then proud of thy new Vamp, 
Bearing the Paſs-port of a royal Stamp ; 

And paſs as currant, pleaſant, and as free, 

As that which hath fo oft paſs'd into thee. 


Oz Content. 


I. 
Leſt he that with a mighty Hand, 
Does bravely his own fate command ; 
Whom threatning lils, and flattering Pleaſures find, 
Safe in the Empire of a conſtant Mind : 
Who ti om the peaceful Bench deſcries, 
Repining Man in the World Ocean toſt, 


And 
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And with a chearful Smile defies, 
The Storm in which the difcontented*s loſt. 
II. 
Content thou beſt of Friends, for thoſe 
In our Neceſlities art ſo, 
Mid'ſt all our 11], a Bleſing ſtill in ſtore, 
Joy to the Rich, and Riches to the Poor, 
Thou Chimick good, that can'ſt alone, 
From Fates moſt poy ſonous Drugs, rich Cordial raiſe: 
Thou trueſt Philoſophick Stone, 
That turn'ſt Lifes a Droſs to golden Days. 
II 


Content the good, the golden mean, 
The ſafe Eſtate that ſits between 
The ſordid Poor, and miſerable Great, 
The humble Tenant of a rural Seat. 
In vain we Wealth, and Treaſure heap; 
He *mid'ſt his thouſand Kingdoms ſtill is poor, 
That for another Crown does weep ; 
'Tis only he is Rich, that wiſhes for no move. 
VI. 
Hence Titles, Mannors and Eſtate, # 
Content alone can make us great ; / 
Content is Riches, Honour, all beſide: 
While the French Hero with inſatiate Pride, 
| A ſingle Empire does diſdain ; 
S While, ſtill he's great, and ſtill would greater be, 
On the leaſt ſpot of Earth I Reign, 
A happier Man, and mightier Monarch far than he. 
Va 
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ſ Deſires, 
requires; 
, but moderate Wealth, 
ou Health; 


I beg good Heaven, Wi 

| What Need, not Ly 
 {F . Give me with ſparing 
A little Honour, and 

Life from the buſie' 


Near ſhady Groves, "eling Stream confin'd 3 : 
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A faithful Friend, a pleaſing ſhe, - 
And give me all in one, give a contented Mind. 
V 


Tell me no more of glorious Things, 
Of Crowns, of Palaces and Kings; 
The glictering Folly, nobly 1 contema, 
And ſcorn the troubles of a Diadem. 
Thus Horace for his Sabine Scat, 
Did mighty Ce/ars ſhining Court refuſe ; 
And in himſelf, compleatly great, 
Contentedly enjoy'd a Miſtreſs, and a Muſe. 


Tunbridge-Wells. By the Earl of Rocheſter 
June Jo. 1675, 


» 


T five this Morn, when Phebus rais*d his head 
From Thetis Lap, I rais'd my ſelf from Bed, 
And mounting Steed, I trotted to the Waters, 
The Rendevourze of Fools, Buffons and Praters, 
Cuckolds, Whores, Citizens, their Wives and 
(Daughters 

My ſquemiſh Stomach, I with Wine had brib'd, 
To undertake the Doſe, it was prefcrib'd : 
But turning Head, a curſed ſuddain Crew, - 
That innocent Provition overthrew, c 
And without drinking, made me Purge and Spew. 
From Coach and Six, a Thing unwealdy rolPd, 
Whom lumber Cart, more decently would hold : 
As wiſe as Calf it look'd, as big as Bully, 
But handled, prov'd a meer Sir Nicholas Cully ; 
A Bawling Fop, a Natural Nokes, and yet 
He dar'd to Cenſure, to be thought a Wir. 
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To make him more Ridiculous in ſpight, 

Nature contriv'd the Fool ſhould be a Knight: 
* How wiſe is Nature when ſhe does diſpence, 

; « A large Eſtate to cover want of Sence. 

« The Man's a Fool, "tis true, but that's no matter, 
« For He's a mighty Wir, with taoſe that flatter : 
« But a poor Blockhead, is a wretched Creature. 
Tho? he alone was diſmal fight enough, 

His Train contributed to ſer him off; 

All of his Shape, all of the ſelf ſame Stuff. 

No Spleen or Malice, need on them be thrown, 
Nature has done the buſineſs of Lampoon, 

And in their Looks their Characters are ſhown. 
Endeavouring this irkſome light to baulk, 

And a more irkſome noiſe, their hilly talk; 

{ 1 filently ſhrunk down to'th* lower Walk. 

{ But often when we would Charibdis ſhun, 

| Down upon Scyia "ris our fate to run; 

For here it was my curſed luck to find, 

») Þ Asgreat a Fop, tho' of another kind : 

{ Arall ſtiff Fool, that walk'd in fpaniſh guiſe, 
2 The Buckram Puppet never ſtir'd js Eyes, 

) } But grave as Owlet Jook'd, as Woodcock wiſe. 
He ſcorns the empty talk of this mad Age, 

And ſpcaks all Proverbs, Sentences, adage ; 
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$ Can with as great ſolemnity buy Eggs, 
CY . 4 HO 
> # As a Cabal cantalk of their Intrigues ; 


Maſter o'th* Ceremonies, yet can diſpence, 

{ With the formality of talking ſence, 

From hence unto the upper end l ran, 

Where a new Scene of Foppery began ; 

A tribe of Curates, Prieſts. Canonical Elves, 
Were company for none beſides them{elves : 

They got togerher, each his Diſtemper told, 
Scurvy, Stone, Strangury z and ſome were bolg, 
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To charge the Spleen to be their Miſery, 

And on that wiſe Diſeaſe bring Infamy. 

But none there were, ſo modeſt to complain 

Of want of Learning, Honeſty or Brain, 

The general Diſeaſes of that Train. 

Theſe call themſelves Amballidors of Heaven, 

Sancily pretending a Commiſſion given : 

Bat ſhould an [:4ian King, whoſe ſmall Command, 

Seldom extends Cabove ten miles of Land ; 

Send forth ſuch wretched Fools on an Embiſlage, 

He'd find but ſmall effet, from ſuch a Meſſage. 

Liſtning, I found the Cobb of all the Rabble, 

Was pert * Bayes, with Importance comfortable ; 

He being rais'd to an Arch-deaconry, * Parker 

By trampling on Religious Liberty ; 

Was grown ſo fat, and look'd fo big and jolly, 

Not being diſturb'd with care and melancholly, : 

Tho" Marvel has enough expos'd his folly : 

He drank to carry of ſome old Remains, 

His lazy dull Diſtemper left in's Veins ; 

Let him drink on, but 'tis not a whole Flogd, 

Can give ſufficient ſweetneſs to his Blood, 

Or make his Nature or his Manners good. 

Next after theſe, a fulſom 1riſh Crew, 

Of lilly Macks were offered to my view ; 

The Things did talk, but hearing what they ſaid, 

I hid my ſelf, the kindneſs to evade. 

Nature has plac'd theſe Wretches below ſcorn, 

They can't be calld fo vile, as they were born. 

Amidſt the crow'd, next | my ſelf convey'd, ? 

For now there comes ( White- Waſh, and Paint we 
(ing laid, 

Mother and Daughter, Miſtreſs and the Maid, 

And Squire with Wig and Pantaloons diſplay'd : 

But ne're could Conventicle Play, or Fair, 


For a true Medly, with this Herd compare. 
| | Here 
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fere Lords, Knights, Squires, Ladies and Counteſles, 
Chandlers, Mum, Bacon, Women and Sempſtreſles, 
Were mix'd together, nor did they agree, 


| More in their Humours, than their Quality, 


Here waiting for Gallant, young Damſel ſtood, 
Leaning on Cane, and Muffled up in Hood: 
The would be wit whoſe buſineſs *twas to woo, 


? With Hat remov'd, and ſolemn ſcrape of Shooe 
* Bowing advanced, then he gently ſhrugs, 


And ruffled Foretop, he in order tugs 

And thus accolts her, © Madam methinks theWeather, 
« Is grown much more ferene lince you came hither ; 
« You influence the Heavens ; and ſhould the Syn, 


; « Withdraw himſelf to ſee his Rays out-done ; 


«Your Luminaries would ſupply the Morn, 

& And make a Day, beſore the Day be born. 

With Mouth ſcrew'd up, and awkward winking Eyes, 
And breaſt thruſt forward ; Lord, Sir, ſhe replies : 

It is your goodneſs, and not my deſerts, 

Which makes you ſhew your Learning, Wit and Parts. 
He puzzled, bites his Nails, both to diſplay 

The Sparkling Ring, and think what's next to ſay : 
And thus breaks out a freſh. Madam, 1 gad, 


7 Your Luck, laſt Night, at Cards was mighty bad 


At Cribbidge ; Fifty nine, and the next ſhew, 

To make yonr Game, and yet to want thoſe Two : 
G—d— me, Madam, I'm the Son of a Whore, 
If in my Life, I ſaw the like before. 

To Pedler's Hall he drags her ſocn, and ſays 

The ſame dull ſtuff a thouſand different ways ; 

And then more ſmartly to expound the Riddle 

Of all his Prattle, gives her a Scotch Fiddle. 

Quite tir*d with this moſt diſmal ſtuff; I ran 
Where were two Wives, and Girl juſt fic for Man, © 
Short was her Breath, Looks pale, and Viſage wan. 


Some 
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Some Curtiſy's paſt, and the old Compliment, 

Of being glad to ſee each other, ſpent ; 

With Hand in Hand they lovingly did walk, 

And one began thus co renew the Talk. 

I pray, good Madam, if it may be thought 
'No Rudeneſs, what canſe was't hither brought 
Your Ladiſhip ? She ſoon replying, ſmil'd, 

We have a goo(l Eſtate, bur ne"re a Child; 

And Pm inform'd theſe Wells will make a barren 
Woman, as fruitfnl as a Cony- Warren. 

The firſt return'd ; for this Cauſe | am come, 
For | can have no Quietneſs at Home. 

My Husband grumbles tho* we've gotten one, 
This poor young Girl, and mutters for a Son : 
And this diſturb'd with Head ach, Pangs and Throws, 
Is full Sixteen and yer had never Thoſe. 

She anſwer*d, ſtrait, get her a Husband, Madam 3; 
I Married at that Age, and never hatl 'em; 

Was juſt like her, Sreel Waters ler alone, 

A Back of Steel will bring them better down. 

And ten to one, but they themſelves will try, 
The ſame way to encre-ſe their Family. 

Poor filly Fribble, who by Subtilty 

Of Midwife, trueſt Friend to Letchery ; 
Perſwaded art to be at Pains and Charge, 

To give thy Wife occaſion to enlarge 

Thy ſilly Head. Some here Walk, Coff and Kick 
With brawny Back and Legs and potent -—— © 
Who more ſubſtantially will cure thy Wife, 

And to her half Dead-Womb reſtore new Life : 
From theſe the Waters gor their Reputation 

Of good Aſſiſtance, unto Generation. 

Some warlike Men were now got to the Throng, 
With Hair ty'd back, ſinging a bawdy Song: 

Not much afraid, I gota nearer View, 

And *twas my Chance to know the dreadful Crew : 
They 
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They were Cadets, that ldom did appear, 
Damn'd to the tint of Thirty Pounds a Year. 
With Hawk on Filt, or Greyhound led in Hand, 
They Dog and Foot- - boy ſometimes do command ; 
But now having trim'd a leaſh of ſpavin d Horſe, 
With three hard-pincht-for Guineas in their Purſe 
Two ruſty Piſtols, ſcarfe about the Arſe 
Coat lind with Red, they here preſum'd to ſwell z 
This goes for Captain, that for Collonel : 

Ev'n fo Bear-Garden- Ape, on his Steed mounted, 
No longer is a Jackanapes accounted, 

But is by Virtue of his Trumpery, then 

Call'd by the Name of the young Gentleman. 

Bleſs me / thought I what Thing is Man, that thus 
In all his ſhapes, he is ridiculous. 

Our ſelves with noiſe of Reaſon we do pleaſe, 

In vain, Humanity's our worſt Diſeaſe. 

Thrice happy Beaſts are, who, becauſe they be 

Of Reaſon void, are ſo of Foppery. 


ts er ets <EEE eees 


In Memory of Joleph Waſhington, E/q; late 4 
the Midale Temple, an Eleoy. Written by 
N. Tate, Servazt to Their Majeſttes. 


AN Learning's Orb, when ſucha Star Expires, 
$ No Notice take of it's extinguilh'd Fires ? 
Can Waſhington from Britain's Arms be torn, 
And not one Britiſh Muſe his Hearſe Adorn ? 
Since aller Kards his Obſequies decline, 
And They whom Art inſpires deſert his Shrine, 
I'll truſt my Grief his Fun'ral Dirge to Breath ; 
I'll Crown his Tomb, tho' with a fading Wreath. 
Nor ſhall the boaſting Fates have this to ſay, 
That unobſerv'd they ſtole ſuch Worth away ; 
No 
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No ſince Mankind a Loſs in him ſuſtain, 
We'll of that Wrong to all Mankind complain. 
O whither tend the famiſh'd Hopes of Wir, 
That do's whole Years in Brooding Study fit / 
From Early Dawn, till Day forſakes the Sky, 
And Midnight Lamps the abſent Sun ſupply ; 
Why ſhould the Learn'd, with Chymiſt's Patience wait 
Their Works Projeon, never gain'd till late ? 
If, ſoon as got, Fate's riged Law muſt doom 
Them, and their rich Diſcov'ry to one Tomb ! 
Why ſhould we Ancient Arts ſteep Ruins Climb, 
And backward Trace the Painful Steps of Time ? 
Why moil, and ranſack, for a Golden Mite 
P#ft Ages Rubbiſh till we loſe our Sight ? 
If baffled from the ſearch we muſt Retire 
Or, having ſeiz'd it, oer the Prize Expire. 
In vain do's friendly Nature too Combine, 
And with our Induſtry her Forces join ; 
In vain her Ableſt Faculties'are brought, e 


Quick Fancy, Judgment to perfetion wronght, 
And Memory, the Mazazine of Thought 
Convincing Reaſon, Charming Eloquence, 

All theſe ſhedid to Him we Mourn Diſpence ; 
To Him who lies in Death's cold Arms enclos'd, 
And leaves his Sacred Fame 
To ſuch an Artleſs Song as mine, Expos'd. 

Ofor a Mauſoleum ! no leſs Tomb, 
Can for his Merit's Hiſtory have Room : 
Then let ſome Angel from the Realms of Light 
Deſcend, the ſhining Epitaph to Write / 
No Mortal Wit his CharaQter may pive ; 
Our Verſe can only on his Marble live. 

- His Genius rival'd Rome's and Athen's Fame, 
Breath'd Yirgil's Majeſty, and Homer's Flame;' 
Tonch'd the Horatian Lyre with equal Eaſe, 
Sail'd with ſucceſs on Tully's lowing Seas, 


— 


State Poems continued, 225 


In Languages his Knowledge was ſublime, 
From Modern to the Speech of Infant-Time. 
Thus from the ſacred Oracles he drew | 


Thoſe Truths, which ſcarce the Patriarchs better knew: 


The Sages, by Antiquity Admir'd, 
(Who juſtly to the Name of Wiſe Aſpir'd, ) 
Jn Speculation ne*re cou'd ſoar ſo High, 
Nor Contemplation to ſuch Uſe apply ; 
For He, his Life adjuſting to his- Thought, | 
Practis'd more Virtue than thoſe Maſters Taught. 
His Soul of e'ry Science was the Sphere, 
Yet Artleſs Honeſty ſat Regent there ; | 
Bright Learning's Charms nonebetter underſtood, 
Yet leſs he ſtudy'd tobe Learn'd, than Good. 
To Truth, in Notion, as in Practice, juſt, 
Neer ſervily his Knowledge took on Trult ; 
Nor held for Sacred Cuſtom's doating Dreams ; 
Diſdain'd to drink Tradition's muddy Streams * 
But to clear Principles had ſtill Recourſe, 
Nor reſted, till he found the happy Source : 
And then, with gen'rous Charity pcſleſt, 
His Country with the rich Diſcov'ry bleſt. 


His Skill in Laws was leſs for private Gain 
Employ'd;, than publick Freedom to maintain 5 
While Mercenaries with the Current ſteer'd, 

His Country's conſtant Patron he appear'd. 

With Roman Virtue at the needful Hour, 

Oppos'd encroaching Tides of Lawleſs Power. 

His brandiſh'd Pen, in Liberty's Support, 

Cou'd Lightning on th' aſtoniſh'd Foe retort. 
Scarcely in MarvePs keen Remarks we find 

Such Energy of Wit and Reaſon join'd. | 
Great Miltor”s ſhade with pleaſure oft look'd down, 
A Genius to applaud £ like his Own. 


Q, Friends 
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FRIENDSHIP. 


| 


Hen Souls unite, in generous Friendſhip joyn'd, 


By a Reciprocal Exchange of Hearts : 
The Ciment which do's the Contexture bind, 
Ariſes from a Sympathy in Parts. 
I 


'Tis not the Work of Intereſt, or Force, 


But Nature all things to their Like does move : 


Love is true Friendſkips, Origine and Source ; 
Similitude the trueſt Cauſe of Love, 


. 
Soon as each ObjeR does its ſelf diſplay, 
At the firſt view ſnch mntval Charms appear ; 
Tho' Diſtance, or Diſaſters ſtop the way ; 
Yet ſtill they Wiſh and Covet to be near, 
IV. 
Their Motions and Deſires are the ſame : 
This, no deſign to that unknown, does moye. 
Both their Aﬀections ſhine with equal Flame, 
By Nature kindled, and ſupply'd by Love. 
V 


A Pair of Souls, in ſweet ConjunRion, One ! 
Safe incach others Boſom they confide : 
Have neither Joy nor Grief that's ſingly known ; 
But both alike the common Care divide. 
VI. 
Friendſbip on ſuch a Baſis bailt ſhall grow, 
And like the Eagle ſtill its youth renew. 
Time in th2 Building no defect can ſhow, 
Nor Wit or Malice the ſtrong Knot undo. 
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VII. 

Thus ſturdy Oaks from ſmall Beginnings grow, 
Which when in Earth have deeply taken root, 

Play with thoſe Winds that weaker Trees o'rethrow 
Whilſt up to Heaven the Lofty Branches ſhoot. 


— 


n'd, 
The W IS H 


l. 

A S Leaves which from the Trees blown down 
Are ſcorch'd and ſhrivePd by the Sun : 

Or Lillies which the Virgins crop 
Contra& their Beauty die and droop. 
So when I on Dorinda look, 
I ſtrait am with the Lightning ſtrook ; 
But if I gaze a whileand ſtay 
I melt inſenſibly away. 

I. 

But then as ſoft and gentle Showers, 
Renew old Life in dying Flowers : 
Or Dew ſhed on the Womb of Earth 
Does give the early Bloſſoms birth. | 
So if Dorinda ſheds a Tear G 
New ſtrength and motion does appear : 
But if ſhe balmy Kiſſes gives, 
My Soul returns again and lives. 
I. 

Therefore my Dear, ſince Life and Death, 
Depend at once upon your Breath ; 
| Since what your Eyes of Life deprive, 
Your Kiſles heal and do revive ; 
Kill and deſtroy me as you pleaſe, 
For only then my Mind's at eaſe : 
When your Eyes and Lips contrive, 


To make me often Die agd Live. 
's Q 2 x The 
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The Deliverance. 


I. 
Elia, now my Heart has broke, 
The bands of your ungentle Yoke ; 
Diſſolv'd the Fetrers of that Chain, 
With which ir ſtrove ſo long in vain. 
The Devil take me if I ere 
Am trapp'd again within your ſnare. 
Il. 
In vain you ſpread the treacherous Net, 
In vain your ſecret Tolls are ſer ; 
The Bird can now your Arts eſpy, 
And wing'd with Caucion from 'em fly. 
Some heedleſs Heart your Prey may be, 
But, Faith, you're too well known to me. 
vs 
I now can with Contempt deſpiſe 
The feeble Witchcraft of your Eyes; 
Without concern can fit and hear, 
Vou prattle Nonſence half a Year : 
And go away as little movd, 
As you was lately when | Lov'd. 
IV. 
I wonder what the Devil 'twas, 
That made me ſuch a ſtupid Afs. 
To fancy ſuch a Charming Grace, 
In your Language, Mein and Face ; 
Sincenow 1 nothing more can find, 
T han what I ſee in all your kind. 
V 


Thus when the drowſy God of Sleep, 
Does o re our weary Senſes creep ; 


Some 
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Some curious Piece of Imag'ry 

By Fancy wrought delude rhe Eye. 

But when we wake th' Approach of Day, 
Scares the airy Form away. 


——_—_—— A I I tt 


Song Ex Tempore. 


Hey talk of Raptnres, Flames and Darts, 

Of burning Feavers in their Hearts ; 
Ot Gods of Love, in Womens Eyes, 
W hich Pleaſe and Raviſh, and Surprize : 
How they Admire, Love, Adore, 
With thouſand other Wonders more. 
But I cou'd ne're in Woman-kind, 
Thoſe dazling Charms and Luſtre find ; 
Which ſhou'd, in ſpite of Reaſon, prove, 
Sufficient to engage my Love. 
Whilſt Kind, I love ; but when Untrue, 
I leave 'em Faith, and grow fo too. 
When once they Coy and Fooliſh be, 
They may 20 hang Themſelves for Me, 
| Love my Bottle, and my Friend, 
No other Love I underſtand. 


Of Sol þ Ww/; ae . 


; 
' Solitude my ſweteſt Choice, 
Places devoted to the Night, 
Remote from tumult, and from Noiſe | 
How you may reſtleſs Thoughts delight ! 


Q 3 


2:30 
O Heavens ! what content is mine, 
To ſee thoſe Trees which have appear'd 
From the Nativity of Time, 
And which all Ages have review'd, 
To1ook to day as freſh and green 
As when their Beauties firſt were ſeen ? 
II. 
A chearful Wind does court them ſo, 
And with fuch amorous Breath enfold, 
That we by nothing elſe can know, 
But by their Height that they are Old. 
Hither the Demi-Gods did Fly 
To ſeek a SanQtuary 3 when 
Diſpleaſed Jove once pierc'd the Sky, 
To pour a Deluge upon Men, 
And on theſe Boughs themſelves did fave, 
Whence they could hardly ſee a Wave. 
II. 
Sad Phj/omel upon this Thorn, 
So curiouſly by Flora dreſt, 
In melting Notes, her caſe Forlorn, 
To entertain me, hath confeſs'd. 
O! how agreeable a Sight 
Theſe hanging Mountains do appear, 
Which the Unhappy would invite 
To finiſh all their Sorrows here, 
When their hard Fate makes them endure 
Such Woes, as only Death can Cure, 
—_ - 
What pretty Deſolations make 
Theſe Torrents Vagabond and Fierce, 
Who in vaſt heaps their Springs forſake, 
This folitzry Vale to peirce ? 
Then ſliding juſt as Serpents do 
Under the Foot of every Tree, 
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Themſelves are chang'd to Rivers too, 
Wherein ſome ſtately Nayade, 
As in her native Bed, is grown 
A Queen upon a Chryſtal Throne. 
V 


This Den beſet with River-Plants, 
O ! How it does my Senſes Charm : 
NorElders, Reeds, nor Willows want, 
Which the ſharp Steel did never harm. 
Here Nymphs which come to take the Air, 
May, with ſuch Diſtaffs furniſh'd be, 
As Flags and Ruſhes can prepare, 
Where we the nimble Frogs may ſee, 
Who frighted to retreat do fly, 
If an approaching Man they ſpy. 
VI. 


Here Water-Foul repoſe enjoy, 
Without the interrupting care, 
Leſt Fortune ſhould their Blifs deſtroy 
By the malicious Fowlers Snare, 
5 Some Raviſh'd with ſo bright a Day, 
Their Feathers finely Prune and Deck, 
Others their Amorous Heats allay, 
Which yet the Waters could not check : 
All take their innocent Content 
In this their lovely Element. 
VIL 
Summer's nor Winter's bold approach, 
This Stream did never entertain ; 
Nor ever felt a Boat or Coach 
Whilſt either Seaſon did remain. 
No thirſty Traveller came neer, 
And rudely made his Hand his Cup, 
Nor any hunted Hind hath here 
Her hopeleſs Life reſigned up, 
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Nor ever did the treacherous Hook, 
Jatrude to empty any Brook. 
VHL. 

What Beauty is there in the ſight 

Of theſe old ruind Caſtle Walls, 
In which the utmoſt Rage and Spight 
_ Of Times worſt InfurreQion falls ? 
The Witches keep their Sabbath here, 

And wanton Divels make retreat, 
Who in malicious Sport appear, 

Our Senſes both r affli& and cheat. 
And here within a thonfand Holes 
Are neſts of Adders and of Owls. 

IX. 

The Raven with his diſmal cries, 

That mortal Augury of Fate, 
Thoſe ghaſtly Goblins gratifies, 

Which in theſe gloomy Places wait. 
On a curs'd Tree the Wind does move 

A Carcaſs which did once belong, 
To one that Hang'd himſelf for Love . 

Ofa fair Nymph that did him wrong, 
Who though ſhe ſaw his Love and Truth, 
With one Look would not ſave the Youth. 


X. 

But Heaven which judgeth equally, 

And its own Laws will till Maintain, 
Rewarded ſoon her Cruelty 

With a deſery'd and mighty Pain : 
About this ſqualid heap of Bones, 

Her wandring and condemning Shade, 
Laments in long and piercing Groans 

The Deſtiny her rigour made ; 
And farther to Augment her Fright, 
Her Crime 1s ever in her Sight. | 
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Xl. 
There upon Antick Marble trac'd, 
Devices of Paſtimes we ſee, 
Here Age has almoſt quite Defac'd, 
W hat Lovers Carv'd on every Tree. 
The Cellar, here, the higheſt Room, 
Receives when it's Raſters fail, 
Soil d with the Venom and the Foam, 
Of the ſly Spyder and the Snail : 
And th' Ivy in the Chimney we, 
Find ſhaded by a Walnut _ 
XII. 


Below there does a Cave extend, 
Wherein there is ſo dark a Grot, 
That ſhould the Sun himſelf deſcend, 

I think be could not ſee a Jot. 
Here Sleep within a heavy lid | 

In quiet ſadneſs locks up Seuſe, 
And every Care he does forbid, 

W hilſt in the Arms of Negligence: 
Lazily on his Back he's ſpread, 
And ſheaves of -Poppey are his Bed. 

Xlll 


Within this cool and hallow Cave, 
Where Love it ſelf might turn to lce, 
Poor Eccha ceaſ&s not to Rave. 
On her Narciſſus wild and nice: 
Hither I ſoftly ſteal a Thought, 
And by the ſofter Muſick made, 
With a ſweet Lute in Charms well taught, 
Sometimes I flatter her {ad ſhade ; 
Whilſt of my Chords I make ſuch choice, 
To ſerye as Body to her Voice. 
XIV. 
When from theſe Ruins I retire, 
This horrid Rock 1 do invade, 


234 State Poems continued. 


Whoſe lofty brow ſeems to enquire 
Of what materials miſts are made : 
From thence diſſending leiſurely, 
Under the brow of this ſteep Hill, 
It with great pleaſure I deſcry, 
By waters undermind, until 
They to Palemon's Seat did Climb, 
Compos'd of Spunges and of Slime. 
XV 


How highly is the Fancy pleas'd, 
To be upon the Oceans Shore, 
When ſhe begins to be appeas'd, 
And her fierce Billows ceaſe to Roar ! 
And when the hairy Tritons are 
Ricing upon the ſhaken Wave, 
With what ſtrange ſound they ſtrikethe Air, 
Of their Trumpets hoarſe and brave, 
W hoſe ſhrill Report, does every wind 
Uato his due ſubmiſſion bind ! 
XVI. 
Sometimes the Sea diſpels the Sand, 
Trembling and Murmuring in the Bay, 
And rowls it ſelf upon the ſhells, 
Which it both bring and take away. 
Sometimes expoſes ow the Strand, 

Th' effects of Neprune's Rage and Scorn, 
Drown'd Men, dead Monſters caſt on Land, 
And Ships that were in Tempeſts torn, 

With Diamonds and Amber-greece, 
And many more ſuch things as theſe. 
XVII. 
Sometimes ſo ſweetly ſhe does ſmile, 
A floating Mirrour ſhe might be, 
And you would fancy all that while, 
New Heavens In her Face to ſee ; 


PEE bd ns is ie. A is id 


The Sun himſelf is drawn fo well, 


When there he would his Picture view, 


That our Eyes can hardly tell, 


Which is the falſe Sun, which the true ; 


And leſt we give our Senſe the Lye, 

We think he's fallen from the Sky. 
| XVIII. 

Bernieres ! for whoſe beloved ſake, 


My thoughts are at a noble Strife ; 


This my fantaſtick Landskip take, 


W hich | have Coppied to the Life. 


I only ſeek the Deſerts rough, 

W here all alone I love to walk, 
And with Diſcourſe refin'd enough, 
My Genius and the Muſes talk ; 

But the Converſe moſt truly mine, 
Is the dear Memory of thine. 
XIX. 
Thou mayſt in this Poem find, 
So full of liberty and heat, 
W hat illuſtrious Rayes have ſhin'd, 
To enlighten my Conceit 
Sometimes penlive, ſometimes gay ; 
Juſt as that Fury does controul, 
And as the Object 1 ſurvey, 
The Notions grow up in my Soul, 
And are as unconfind and free, 
As the flame which Tranſported me. 
XX. 


O! how I ſolitude adore, 

That Element of Nobleſt Wit, 
Where [| have learn't Appollo's Lore, 
Without the pains to ſtudy it ; 

For thy ſake I in Love am grown, 
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With what thy fancy does purſue; 
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But when I think upon my own, 

| hate it for that reaſon too, 
Becauſe it needs maſt hinder me 
From ſeeing, and from ſerving thee. 


— 


A Satyr againſt Brandy. 


| PE wang thou Srygean Juice, which does bewitch, 
From the Court-Bawd, down to the Country 
(Bitch, 

Down to thy Native Hell, and mend the Fire ; 

Or if you rather chooſe to ſettle nigher, 

Deſcend to the dull Clime from whence you came, 
Where Wit and Courage may require the Flame; 
Where they Carouſe in their Yeſuvian Bowls, 

To cruſh the Quag-mire of their Spungy Souls. 

Had Dzves for thy Scorching Moiſture cry'd, 

Abrabam in pity, had his ſvit deny'd. 

Or Bonner known thy force, the Martyrs Flood, 

H3d 1izz'd in thee, and ſavd the Nation Wood. 
Eſſence of Ember, Scum of melted Flint, 

With all its native Sparkles floating in't ; 

Sure the Black Chimiſt, with his Cloven Foot, 

All e:na's Simples in his Lymbeck put : 

And doubly Still'd, nay, Quintiſcenc'd thy Juice, 

To Charcoal Mortals, for his future uſe. 

Fire-ſhip to Nature, who dos't doubly wound, 

For they who grapple thee, are Burnt and Drowu'd. 
So when Heay'a preſs'd th' Auxillaries of Hell, 

A ſcorching Storm on Curſed: Sodom fell. 

And when its ſingle Plague could not prevail, 

E7ypt was ſcall'd with kindled Rain and Hail, 
So Nitures Feuds are reconcil'd in Thee, 
Thoutwo great Judgments in Epitomy. 
- x Gods 
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| Gods paſt, and future Judgment breath in'you, 
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A Deluge, and a Conflagration too. 

View yonder Sot, I don't mean S——— 
Grilled all o*re with Thee from Head to Foot: 
His greaſy Eye-lids ſhow'd above their pitch, 
His Face with Carbuncles, and Rubies Rich : 
His Scull inſtead of Brain, ſupply'd with Cynder, 
His Noſe turns all his handkercheifs to Tynder: + 
His feeble Head ſcarce heave the Liquor in 
His Nerves, all crackle in his Parchment-skin : 
His Stomach don't concoCt, but bake bis Food, 
His Liver even vitrifies his Blood. 
His Guts from Ivatures Drudgery are freed, 
And in his Bowels Salamanders breed. 
He breaths like a Smiths Forge, and wets the Fire, 
Not, to allay the Flame, but raiſe it higher, 
He's grown too hot to think, too dull to laugh, 
And ſteps as tho' he walk'd with Pinder*s Staff. 
The moving glaſs-houſe lighten in his Eyes, 
Singes his Cloaths, and all his Marrow frys, & 
Glows for a while, and then in Aſhes dyes. 
But hold; leaſt I rhe Saintsdire Anger merit, 
By ſtinting theſe Anxillary Spirits, 
I hear of Jate, what e're the wicked think, 
Thou art reform'd, and turnd a Godly Drink: 
For ſince the publick Faith, for Plate did wimble, 
And SanCtified thy Gill, with Hannah's Thimble : 
Thou lefts thy old bad Company of Vermin, 
The ſwearing Porters, and the drunken Carmen ; 
And the lew'd drivers of the Hackny Coaches, 
And now take up with Sage Deſcreert Debauches : 
Thou freely dropſt upon Gold Chains, and Furr, 
And Sots of Quality thy Minions are. 
No more ſhalt thou foment an Ale-houſe bray], 
But the more Sober Riots of Guila- Hall, 


Where 
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Whereby thy Spirits fallible DireC&tion, 

The Reprobates ſtood Poling for Eletion. 

Go then, thou Emblem of their torrid Zeal, 

Add Flame to Flame, and their ſtiff Tempers real, c 
Till they grow duQtile to the Pablick Weal. 

Yet one Word more, now we are out of hearing, 
Many have dy'd with Drinking ; ſome with Swearing, 
If theſe two Hs ſhould in Conjunttion meer, 

The Graſs would quickly grow in every Street : 
Save thou this Nation from the double Blow, 

And keep thy fire from Salamanca T. D. 


A Prologue ſpoken by Mr. Mounfort, after he 
came from the Army, and Atted on the Stage. 


The fierce Don Qu:xor with a Martial Fire ; 
So fome do think, my Afting Alexander, 
Gave me the whim of being a Commander. 
But then Reflefting that 1 bad left behind me, 
An Audience rudely, that had us'd me kindly, 
My Conſcience of Ingratitude accus'd me 
Bid me return, where you too well had us'd me, c 
Ask pardon, and it ſhould not be refus'd me. 
Thus relying on your Mercy [ am come, 
Leaving Dundalk, to AR with you at Home. 
Forgive me then, and in return I'll ſwear, 
Ever to be your moſt Obedient Player. 


\ S reading of Romances did Inſpire, 


If 
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On the Infanta of Portugal. 


[. 
: Q W Cruel was Alonzo's Fate, | 
To fix his Love ſo high ; | 
: That he muſt periſh for her Hate, 
* Or for her Kindneſs dye ? 


II. 
Tortur'd and Mangd, Cut and Maim'd, 
th? midſt of all his Pain, 
He with his dying Breath proclaim'd, 
Twas better then Diſdain. 
LI. 
The Gentle Nymph, long ſince delign'd, 
For the proud Monſieurs Bed ; 
Now to a Holy Goal confin'd, 
Drops Tears for every _ 
V. 
Tell me ye Gods, if when a King 
Suffers for Impotence; 
If Love be ſuch a Thing, 
What can be Innocence ? 


Pindarick. By the Lord R——r. 


I. 
Et Antients boaſt no more, 
Their lew*d Imperial Whore ; 
W hoſe everlaſting Luſt, 
Survived her Bodies lateſt Thruft. 
And when that tranſitory Dult 
Had no more Vigour leſt in ſtore, 
Was ſtill as freſh and ative as before. 
2. 
Her Glory muſt give place, 
To one of Modern Britiſh Race ; Whoſe 
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Whoſe every daily At exceeds 

The others moſt tranſcendent Deeds : 

She has at length made good, 

That there is Humane Fleſh and Blood, 
Even able to out-do, 

All that their looſeſt Wiſhes prompt 'em to. 


Zo 
When ſhe has ited; quite, 
Her almoſt Boundleſs Appetite; - 
Cloy'd with the choiceſt Banquets of Delight, 
Shel ſtill drudge on in taſtleſs Vice, 
(As if ſhe ſinn'd for Exerciſe) 
Diſabling ſtooleſt Stallions every hour, 
And when they can perform no more, 
She'll rail at *em, and 2H them ont of Door. 


Mon thand Can a” Droop, 

As firſt did Henning m and Scrope : 

Nay Scabby Ned looks Thin and Pale, 

And ſturdy Frark hiniſelf beyins to fail : 

But, Wo betide him if he does, 

She'll ſet her Fockey on his Toes, 

And he ſhall ead the Quarrel without Blows. 


Fo 
Now tel] me all you Powers, 
Who ere covld equal this Lewd Dame of ours? 
Lais her ſelf muſt yield, 
And Varquiſh'd Jal:a quit the Field : 
Nor can that Princeſs, one day fain'd, 
As wonder of the Earth, 
For Minatanrus glorious Birth, 
With Admiration any more be Nam'd 
Theſe Puny Heroins of Hiſtory, 
Eclipſt by her ſhall all forgotten be 
Whilſt her great Name conf: onts Ecervity, 
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, On the Return of XK. Charles IT. 


This ſhould have been put next after the Poems on 
Oliver, but was miſplac'd. 


{pr 8& Amore tui modo (pes, nunc gloria regni, 
Qui regnando-refers Numen, & eſfe probas. 
Laudibus & titulis major, majorque ſuperbis 
\? rincipibus,aſolo deniqus Parts minor. | 
axime Rex, ſed adhuc vir major : en accipe honores,. 
; Quos tu regales accipiendo facis. . "—_" 
Regna patent, & corda patent; ſed latius iſta : 
Omma tu, preter gaudianoſtra, regis.” - 
Sol noyus exoriens quam claro mane refulges, 
Occaſi rubuit dum prior ille#ſuo. . 
Rex uni geniti, fed donum miſfus es orbi, 
Hinc in tam multis gentibus exul eras. 
Sors tua te Gallos divifir, & inter Jberos :; 
Pluribus ut regnis te, populiſque darec. 
Dum ſe interpoſuit regnum quinquenne Neronis, 
B. 4 ornabat mx p08 5r x | 
nei, tua grata magis, poſt ſceptra Tyranni 
 infond $ litera rubra dies. , ; 
Quz rerum facies! viduam dum Eerolus urbem 
Intrat, ſplendoris pars quota Pompa fuit ! , 
O quam plena dies lachrymis fine luftibus ! illum » - 
vidente quidem, -non faciente diem. 
is ane czde prius tot ſtritos viderat enſes ? 
ve line effuſo ſanguine Vitor erat ? 
Cim modo utramq; manum comitanti fratre yenires 
Carole, viſa mihi eſt ucraque dextra manus. 
Mercuntum & Martem Jove vidimus 5 Omen 
' Terna folent fauſtum oo junRa dare; 


Dicitur 


|UMI 
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Dicitur Alcides bis ſex ſubiiſſe labores | 
 Exnl ;-totque annos Carofus exul agit. 


yy Oxon rs rg Ly (Free the ld”. 


nll Ee = = uret : & exul _. 
Quem mado Brabas, | jam regat bam: 


R. South, A. M. ex Aide Chriſti, 
=_ Tranſat FRqub Sg 


God's and thy Right made. thee our x Hops before, 
And pow conjoind 'our happy State reſtore. 
Thy glorious Reign two mig i Works can da, 
It proves a God, and —_— im £00, 
Proud Kings,willco:thy nobler Style ſubmit, 
Only thy- Father muſt above thee ſic. 
S__ King, but Rxeaeer jo Man! our Wreaths allow, 

ich may imperial by acceptance grow 
Large are the Realms, our Hearts more Shiegsthy hand 
May thoſe, but not our boundleſs Joys, command. 
What chearful Beams our riſing Phabus crown, 
Tho yeſterday's in bloody Clouds went down. 
One Nation's King, to all aBlefling (ent, 
His wandring Courſe various Nations ſj bene 
While thee their Gueſt,both French and Spaniards 
More Realms,tmore Tribes thy gentler _ ſyrvey'd. 
Nero our Lord five tedious years wo | 
Only that he might prove a foil.to theo. 
His bloody. Reign makes thine ul all,” . 
As our Red Letters ſhow a Feſtiyal, y 
How ſmil'd the Town when Charle his Eqtrange triall, 
More: great himfelt than all the Cavalcade.  . . / 
Then g Tears within our Eyes could 
2m Plate riew'd, bot never ——_ he op. 


"Have (wore, Lh 
"The Menof Talb# 


'Doſt hang like one of Six mou pound : 
: 2 
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Then firſt drawn Swords from Murders free we view'd 


And ſaw a Conqueror never ſtam'd with Blood. 
When, Charles, your Royal Brothersclosd thy fide, 
Nature no more could Left and Right decide. 

So Mers and Meremry round their Father move, 
And happy their divine Conjundtions prove, 
Tnive L__ baruſhrd —_— ms - 
Twelve tedious years Charles im Exile reigtd.; 
The ewelfth is now whth I Ornens paſt, 

O may it be of all thy Carts the' laſt,  _ 
Vaſt may thy Empire as thy Wandrihgs be, | 

And the wide Globe ſurvey'd ſubmic it ſelf tothee. 


4. cn 44. aid. —_—_— a 4 aL 
— , 


On the late Invention of the New Lights: 
—=P lat iter Tens 
Lana minores —=Hor. 


N Dogcel Rhimes we feldom uſe 
To ſtay for any God or Muſe: 

But in fo nice a cafe as this 
I think it cannot do amiſs: * 
For all the Link-boys round the town, - 
to run'ent down? 
| allow, Wieck, and Cotter, 
The Tin-men coothe'Ety have gotcen,. 
Whom, let me ſee ſhall' we rerain ? 
Phzbws, for once,. ſhall bethe Man. 

reat God of Lights! we thee invoke, 

not by t'other fide beſpoke; 
The Stars above, to Men below, 
But like your Parthing-Candles ſhow : 
Whilſt thor, with glorious Luſtre crown'd/* 


Thou 


2.44 State-Poems- Continued. 
Thou. who'rt all Eye, caft half an ons 
Down on this New Iroention. 

'Tis new indeed to us below, 

But known-in Heaven long ago. 
The Stars in-juſt ſuch Cryſtal Spheres, - 
Have burn'd above Five thouſand Years; 
They fear no Storms by Day or Night, 
But thus hang wind and weather tight ; 
And fo they'll hang cill Day of Doom, 

By that time they'll thexr- Oyl conſume : 
And then their Glaſſes breaking round us, 
In flames they'll fall and ſo confound us. 
Nay, we can prove the Milky-way 

(For all Sir Sydrophel can-{ay) 

Is but a Street of ſome ſach Lights, 

To guide the Heavenly Folks a-nights. . 
The Council-chamber up above, 

Is hung with ſuch ;5 and Feve's Alcove. 
The ſacred Ram can't CERTE. Ku. 
For all the Lights that there are ſhown : 
Horners they've none, and I dare ſwear 
There's neer a Talow-Chandler there. 
Promethews once. (that Son of Fame) 
Upon a Viſit hither came; __ 

And lik'd the thing ſo wondraqus well, 
He ſtrait upon the Tryal fell : 

But whether (as ſome Auchors ſay) 

The Talow-Chandlers ſhew'd foal play, 
Or Link-boys us'd to break his Glale. 
(For kraty the Story palles) 

The Proje& fail'd, and he ran mad, 
Such Luck the Firtuoſo had ; 

That's all the Bird, the Pots ſay, 

Lies gnawing of him Night es Day. 
May more propitious Fares attend 

Our preſent Art-improving Friend ! 


Were 


<Y WOUND E Egg 


Were this Defign but underſtood, 
Twould be of univerſal Good. 
The Stars might go to ſleep a-nights, 
And leave their work to the New Lights. 
The Midwife- Moon might mind her Calling, 
And noily. Lien leave his Bawling ; * 
Men may pull in their Horns, and be 
From Officers and Summons free. 
Nay with ſach potent Influence 
Their ſtreaming Rays they do diſpenſe, 
That if the Sun ſhould lie too long, RO 
Here he might have his Bugneſs done: FX 
He might indulge in Ther lap, : 
And while theſe burn, take tother Nap. 
Oh! had you been'the other Night 
In Cheapfide at th' amazing frght, _. 
Where with their Sawcer-Eyes they hung, 
And gather the admiring throng. - 
The ſcatt'ring Light gilt all thegaudy way, - 
Some People roſe and thought itiday. | oi; 
The plying Punks crept into Holes + 
Who wallcd the ſtreets before: by ſholes 3 
The Night could now no longer skreen 
The Tavern-ſots from being ſeen. © 
The Light-men, they, beganto rally, 
Who bluſh'd, -and ſneak'd down' Grocers: Alley.” © 
The Tempeſt you have ſeen, no doube, 
Juſt ſo the Candles all went out;* 
Thoſe filly tools no more could burn 
Than Kitchin-fires before the Sun. 
The Quaker, with uphfred Hands, 
By Tea and Nay the Rogue commends; 
Of all their boaſted Lights, he ſaid, - 
Theſe never enter'd once their Head. 
When we compare our times with choſe are paſt, 
We cry, this Age of greater Lighr can boaſt ; 
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VII fay fo too, if this Invention hir, ': ,” 


Elſe ſwear, Our Age wants Wit 4s: well a Lig $+ 


——_—_— tt "IS a | IRS 
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On the late Invintion of the Pay: Por, 


by Mr. Dockwra. 


Volvitur &f velvetur i in omne volabilt uu,” 


Hat Fools ars they; who oſs m—_— 
Nature's grown crazy, old and dry, 
No new Inventions now can boaſt 
For that vaſt ſtoterof old 'was' loſt 5 
We know this is an Age of Light, 
Our Grandfires _—_ under —wF 
Eat arbor: op 
r Fatners f 
At nine hund apes 235 {bo does too 
mo = houlanJugite EN | 
mper , ing'Forpie were 
_ Counted of old Inventions rars; * -* 
With Napkins of pecaliar Scuff, 
That —_ the Awe: Fire rebuff, 


Throw: k hurt on'e 
yh nn 


| aShire onn'e, 
Theſe with others fill the Roll, 

Writ by learned 9: WY 

The modern Ages can a 

Inventions too of wo —_— MN 

By which Dame Nature now may boaſt 

Her prolifick Forcemorloſt. 

Printing, the Compaſs, and the Gun, 

And that loſt Art which Mardlo rity, 


Lackir 


( 


Mile? 0ems, Gtinued 


Lacker, Mill'd Lead, the Sailing Carr, 
And the New Lights, ſurpriſing rare, 
* All chefe have had their juſt Applauſe, - 
it | Have made throughout the World a Noiſe. - 
b What God, whas Man ſhall we accoſt ? | 
g Great Patron of the Peny- Poſt 2 2 
Worthy , fam'd Panciroll, to ftand | f 
f Firſt in that Liſt drawn by thy hand. { 
\ Mercury, thau Poſt'of: Heaven, L 
To thee the weighty Charge # given, 
| Thcu long ago found aPoſt  . ' 
| All along the Heavenly coaſt, 
| And Gaily thence thy journey takes 
> { Or Hills and Dales, oer Floods and Lakes, 
Wings at thy Head and at thy Heels, | 
Thou like a Pidgeon-Carrier ſails, 
Sometimes charg'd. with Love and News, 
Sometimes from Fove with Biller- deux. 
Sometimes with Baskets, Boxes, Tickets, 
Thy Mail is moſt ſtuft with Love-pacquers; 

{| ' The Clouds give way, as thou doſt go, 
: | And tull-charg'd Thunder makes a- Bow. 
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Ah! thou, who with thy charming, Rod 
Canſt controul the {leepy God, 
Vouchſafe to thy poor Foqt-polt Race, 

1 That when the Day's Fatigue is paſt, 
Into ſweet Sleep they may be calt. 

To give the way let no Man ſcorn, 

Altho they carry neer a Horn: 

Their Task is greater Pa the Sun's, c 


WAS 


He goes to Bed when he has done, 
They only reſt an hour at Noon, 

As in the Soul of Man we find, 
Several fair Chambers are delign'd; 
The Heart, the Liver, and the Brain. 
The lovely Gueſt to Entertain, 
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are conveyd, 

So that whate'er abroad was done / . 

\ſs within as quickly known; 

Whateer i ſmelt, ſeen, felt or heard,, 

As ſwift as flying Thought it runs, 

Through winding Paths, and ſecret Turns, - 

And to the Soul's Apartment ſtrait repair'd. 

This way great Dockwrs forth did chalk, 

As a Parterre from the Grand Walk / 

Leads many ways, his nimble Men,. - 

Afﬀeer their Round, return and meet again. 

For twenty Miles theſe nimble Mercuries - 

Carefully convey advice. « | 

Not Letters grav'd on Sculks, or Pidgeon-poſt, 


Of Secrecy can boaſt. 
Hai mighty Dockwrs, Son of Art, 
With Flavio, Middleton or Swart. 


In the foremoſt Rank of Fame, 
Thou ſhalt fix thy laſting Name. 
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Nor new Inventors Fate thee hurt, 
To be damn'd or beggar'd for't. 


